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Cannot permit this Catalogue to ap- 
pear before the Public, without re- 
turning my fincere Thanks, to the 
numerous Subſcribers to this undertaking, 
who with a liberality and a confidence, 
unparalleled on any former occaſion, have 
laid me under the moſt flattering obliga- 
tions. I hope, upon inſpection of what has 
been done, and is now doing, the Sub- 
ſcribers will be ſatisfied with the exertions 
that have heen made; and will think that 
their confidence has not been miſplaced; 
eſpecially when they conſider the difficulty 
that a great undertaking like the preſent 
has to encounter, in a country where 
Hiſtorical Painting is ſtill but in its In- 
fancy — To advance that Art towards 
maturity, and eſtabliſh an Exgliſd School 
of Hiſtorical Painting, was the great object 
of the preſent deſign. 

In the courſe of many years' endeavours, I 
flatter myſelf, I have ſomewhat contributed to 
the eſtabliſhment of an Englih School of En- 
graving, Theſe exertions have not been 
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unnoticed at home — But in foreign coun- 
tries they have been eſtimated, perhaps above 
their value When I began the buſineſs of 
publiſhing and ſelling Prints, all the fine 
Engravings ſold in England were imported 
from foreign countries, particularly from 
France — Happily, the reverſe is now the 
caſe; for few are imported, and many are 
exported, to a great annual amount. I 
mention this circumſtance, becauſe there 
are of thoſe, who, not putting much value 
on the advancement of national Taſte, ſtill 


feel the advantage of promoting the Arts, 
in a commercial point of view. 


I flatter myſelf that the preſent under- 


tak ing, in that, and many other points of view, 


will eſſentially ſerve this country. The 
more objects of attraction and amuſement 
are held out to Foreigners, that may induce 
them to viſit this Metropolis, the more 
are our Manufactures promoted, for every 
one on his return, carries with him ſome 
ſpecimen of them ; and I believe it will 
be readily granted, that the Manufactures 
of this country need only be ſeen and com- 
pared, to be preferred to thole of any 
other——To the great number of Foreigners 
who have of late viſited this country, may 
in ſome degree be attributed, the very 
flouriſhing ſtate of our Commeree ; and 
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that great demand for Engliſh Manufac- 
tures, which at preſent ſo univerſally pre- 
vails all over the Continent.—At leaſt I 
can with certainty fay, I feel the effect of 
this circumſtance, in my own branch of 


buſineſs. 


That the love of the fine Arts is more 
prevalent abroad, than in this country, can- 
not be denied; but I {till hope to ſee them 
attain (advanced in years as I am) ſuch a 
ſtate of perfection in England, that no 
man in Europe will be entitled to the name 
of a Connoiſſeur, who has not perſonally 
witneſſed their rapid progreſs - And that 
their progreſs has been wonderfully rapid 
in this country, within theſe twenty years, 
the whole world will readily allow. — This 
progreſs we principally owe to his pre— 
tent Majeſty, who, ſenſible of their impor- 
tance in every point of view, has cultivated 
the fine Arts, with a ſucceſs, that the annals of 
no other country, in the ſame ſpace of time, 
can produce. The enterpriſe and liberality of 
ſeveral individuals alſo have not been want- 
ing, to contribute to fo great an end For 
my own part, I can with truth ſay, that 
the Arts have always had my beſt en- 
deavours for their ſucceſs; and my country- 
men will I hope give me credit, when I 
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aſſure them, that where I fail'd, I fail'd 
more from want of Power, than from want 
of Zeal, 


In this progreſs of the fine Arts, though 
Foreigners have allowed our lately acquired 
ſuperiority of Engraving, and readily ad- 
mitted the great Talents of the principal 
Painters, yet they have ſaid with ſome 
feverity, and I am ſorry to ſay with ſome 
truth, that the abilities of our beſt Artiſts 
are chiefly employed in painting Portraits 
of thoſe, who, in leſs than half a century, 
will be loſt in oblivion While the nobleſt 
part of the Art—HisToRicar PAinT- 
ING—1s much neglected. To obviate this 
national Reflection was, as I have already 
hinted, the principal cauſe of the preſent 
undertaking, An undertaking, that ori- 
ginated in a private company, where Paint- 
ing was the ſubje& of Converſation——But 
as ſome ſhort account, of the riſe and pro- 
greſs of the whole work, may at a future 
time be given to the Subſcribers, it is not 
now neceflary to ſay, who firſt promul- 
gated the plan— who has promoted it—or 
who has endeayoured to impede its ſuc- 
ceſs. ——Suffice it to ſay at preſent, that the 
artiſts, in general, haye. with an ardour 
that does them credit, contributed their 
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beſt endeavours, to carry into execution 
an undertaking, where the national honour, 
the advancement of the Arts, and their own 
advantage are equally concerned. 


Though I believe it will be readily ad- 
mitted, that no ſubjects ſeem ſo proper to 
form an Engliſh School of Hiſtorical Paint- 
ing, as the Scenes of the immortal Shak- 
ſpeare; yet it muſt be always remembered, 


that he poſſeſſed powers which no pencil 


can reach; for ſuch was the force of his 
creative imagination, that though he fre- 


quently goes beyond nature, he ſtill con- 
tinues to be natural, and ſeems only to 
do that, which nature would have done, 
had ſhe o'erſtepp'd her uſual limits It muſt 
not then be expected, that the art of. the 
Painter can ever equal the ſublimity of our 
Poet. The ſtrength of Michael Angelo, 
united to the grace of Raphael, would 
here have laboured in vain.— For what 
pencil can give to his airy beings ““ a local 
habitation and a name.” 

It is therefore hoped, that the ſpectator 
will view theſe PiQures with this regard, 
and not allow his imagination, warmed by 
the magic powers of the Poet, to expect 
from Painting, what Painting cannot 
perform, | | 
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It is not however meant, to deprecate 
Criticiſm—Candid Criticiſm is the ſoul of 
improvement—and thoſe artiſts, who ſhut 
their ears againſt it, muſt never expect to 
improve——At the ſame time, every artiſt 
ought to deſpiſe and contemn the cavils 
of Pſeudo- critics, who, rather than not 
attempt to ſhew their wit, would cruſh all 
merit in its bud—— The diſcerning part 
of the public, however, place all theſe 
attempts to the true account—Malignity— 
But, as the world was never entirely free 
from ſuch critics, the preſent undertaking 


muſt expect to have its ſhare. 


Upon the merits of the Pictures them- 
ſelves, it is not for me to ſpeak; I 


believe there never was a perfect Picture, in 
all the three great requiſites of Compoſition, 
Colouring, and Deſign It muſt not there- 
fore be expected that ſuch a phænomenon 
will be found here. — This much, how- 
ever, I will venture to ſay, that in every 
Picture in the Gallery there is ſomething 
to be praiſed, and I hope ſufficient marks 
of merit, to juſtify the lovers of their 
country, in holding out the foſtering hand 
of Encouragement to native Genius. Al flat- 
ter myſelf, on the preſent occaſion, that the 


eſtabliſhed Maſters will ſupport and increaſe 


their 
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their former reputation, and that the 
younger Artiſts will daily improve, under 
the benign influence of the Public patron- 
age——They all know, that their future 
fame depends on their preſent exertions: 
for here the Painter's labours will be 
perpetually under the public eye, and 
compared with thoſe of his cotemporaries— 
while his other works, either locked up in 
the cabinets of the curious, or diſperſed 
over the country, in the houſes of the 
different poſſeſſors, can comparatively con- 
tribute but little, to his preſent fortune or 
future fame. 


I muſt again expreſs my hopes, that the 
Subſcribers will be ſatisfied, with the 
progreſs made in this arduous undertaking, 
for it is to be conſidered, that works of 
genius cannot be hurried on, like the 
operations of a manufactory, and that 
Engraving, in particular, is a work of very 
flow and laborious progreſs—1I confeſs, I 
am anxious on this ſubject, for I could 
wiſh the Subſcribers to be convinced, (of 
what indeed is the fat) that not a moment 
of time has been loſt. 


It happens indeed, unavoidably in this 
undertaking, that the Artiſts employed 
2 on 
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on the 2d, za, Ath, 5th, and ſubſe- 


quent numbers, are as far advanced as 
thoſe employed on the firſt. And it is 
difficult to retard the one, or accelerate the 
other This much, however, the Sub- 
ſcribers may rely on—That every exertion 
will be made, conſiſtent with that ex- 
cellence that is aimed at, to publith the firſt 
number with all poſſible ſpeed, and that 
after that, the work will go on unin= 
terruptedly. 


I cannot conclude this addreſs, without 
mentioning the very great aſſiſtance the 
work receives, from the unwearied exertions 
of my nephew and partner, Mr. Jofiah 
Baydell, whoſe knowledge in the elementary 
parts of Painting, enables him to be of 
ſingular ſervice in conducting this under- 
takinz——Indeed his Love and Enthuſiaſm 
for the fine Arts, peculiarly qualify him for 
the conduct of works of this nature; and 
without that Love and Enthuſiaſm for the 
Arts, fuch an undertaking can never be 
carried on with becoming ſpirit——His 
numerous avocations in the management of 
the various branches of our buſineſs, par- 
ticularly in making copies from the 
pictures, for' the moſt capital engravings 

in 
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in our Collection have not allowed him 
much time to purſue the practical part of 
Painting—nevertheleſs, willing to contri- 
bate his mite to this great work—(in the 
management of which he has ſo conſiderable. 
a ſhare) he has made an attempt in this 
line of the Art. Under theſe circumſtances, 
I hope the public will have the candour to 
receive his Performance. 

The Typographical part of the Work 
(of which a ſpecimen may now be ſeen) is 
under the direction of Mr. Nicol, his 
Majeſty's Bookſeller, whoſe zeal for the 
improvement of Printing in this country 
is well known——The Types, &c. are made 
in his own houſe—and I flatter myſelf, 
that, with the aſſiſtance he has, in the 
various branches, upon which the Beauty 
of Printing depends, he will be able to 
contribute ſomething towards reſtoring the 
reputation of this country, in that moſt 
uſeful art—At preſent, indeed, to our 
diſgrace be it ſpoken, we are far behind 
every neighbouring nation, many of whom 
have lately brought the, Art of Printing 
to great perfetion,—In his preſent en- 


deavour, he has had the aſſiſtance and 
a advice 


„%% ·· & © - & ee + 
advice of ſome gentlemen, who, were I at 


liberty to mention their names, would do 
him honour, and the undertaking credit. 


The Public are ſo well acquainted with 
the merits of Mr. Steevens, in elucidating 
the text of our author, that it would be 
impertinent in me to ſay a ſyllable on this 
part of the ſubjet——I cannot, however, 
omit mentioning the readineſs he has 
always ſhown, to contribute his labours 
to this national Edition of the Works of 
Shak ſpeare. 


Shakſpeare Gallery. 
May 1, 1789. 1 


JOHN BOYDELL. 
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O what has been already ſaid, little is to be 
added. The ſatisfaction that the Subſcribers 
in particular, and the Publick in general expreſſed, 
at the progreſs of this arduous Work laſt year, was 
highly gratifying: And it certainly has (as indeed 
it ought) redoubled the ardour, of every one con- 
cerned in this great National Undertaking. 

The Subſcribers therefore it is hoped will be 
ſatisfied with the exertions of this year; for beſide 
the New Pictures now exhibited, a great num- 
ber more are ſtill in the hands of the different 
Artiſts. 

Of the Engravings ſeveral Specimens may be 
ſeen, in ſuch forwardneſs, as it is hoped will ſecure 
the Publication of the firſt Number this ſeaſon, 
But it 1s ever to be remembered, that Excellence 
is more aimed at in this Undertaking than 
diſpatch, | 

With regard to any delay that may have taken 
place in the Typographical part of this Work—ic 
is to be conſidered, that when the Paper, the Ink, 
the Types, and the manner of printing the firſt 
Sheet of any Work is fixed, all improvement ſo 
far as regards that Work, is at an end, as unifor- 
mity muſt be preſerved. The delay, therefore, 
muſt be altogether in the beginning of a Work, 
where conſiderable improvements are attempted.— 
The principal object of the improvements in the 
preſent Work, has been an endeavour, to retain 
the beauty of the beſt Printing, and yet to avoid 
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the dazzling effect, which is fo diſtreſſing to the 
eye of the Reader, in moſt of the fine Specimens 
of that Art.—With what ſucceſs this attempt of 
uniting Beauty with Utility has been made, the 
Publick alone muſt finally determine : And, pre- 
vious to that determination, it is not neceſſary, 
nor perhaps proper, to mention the names of ſeve- 
ral Gentlemen of the firft Talents, who have lent 
their aſſiſtance in the preſent purſyit, nor even to 
name the Young Man who cut the Types.—If the 
object of uniting a certain degree of Beauty, with 
perfect Utility has been attained, the merit is theirs, 
If not, the Undertakers are willing to bear the 
blame. 48 

This much, however, with great truth can be ſaid, 
that the attempt was made from the moſt diſinte- 
reſted motives, and has been proſecuted for theſe 
two years paſt at no trifling expence.—All the 
Parties concerned have been much flattered, with 
the approbation of ſeveral Gentlemen of the firſt 
Tafte in the Typographical Art- And, no doubt, 
the very attempt at improvement will meet the 
approbation of thoſe who profeſs Printing; many 
of whom, but for the hurry of an extenſive buſi- 
neſs, that leaves them no leiſure to aitend to the 0 
improvement of their Art, —would perhaps have 
performed that with eaſe, whieh in the preſent caſe 

has been done with difficulty. The Printing is at 
arp on under the direction of a Gentleman, who 
as already contributed much to the improvement 
of his profeſſion, and wha will now have an oppor- 
tunity of ſhewing the World, that we can print as 
well in England, it is hoped, as they do at Parma, 
Paris, or Madrid, where undoubtedly they have 
lately carried the Art to great perfection. 

And it will be a peculiar pride to the Under- 
takers of this Work, if they have been at all in- 
ſtrumental; in eſtabliſhing a Preſs in London, that 
will rival thoſe of foreiga Nations. | 


Concerning 
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Concerning the preſent Exhibition, it 1s perhaps 
neceſſary to ſay, that ſeveral Pictures are now add- 
ed, not connected with the Shakſpeare plan.—Moſt 
of them were painted however on the ſame prin- 
ciple, upon which this great Work was originally 
undertaken—A deſire of promoting an Hiſtorical 
School of Painting in England.—There is alſo 
added a large Collection of high-finiſhed Drawings, 
and ſmall Copies, which have been made at a very 
great expence, from ſome of the firſt Cabinets of 
Pictures in this Kingdom, by various young Artiſts, 
ſeveral of whom have ſince riſen to great eminence, 
—Some indeed have paid the Debt of Nature, 
and, from the preſent Specimens of their Talents, 
have left this Country to lament their loſs. | 

As moſt of theſe Drawings have been engraved, 
Or are now engraving, they have ſerved at once to 
encourage that Art in England, and to ſhew foreign 
Nations that we are not fo deſtitute of Taſte for 
the fine Arts, nor ſo poor in the poſſeſſion of Pic- 
tures, as ſome of their moſt eminent Writers have 
been pleaſed to repreſent us,—The fact is, that 
there are in this Country many of the fineſt Speci- 
mens of the firſt Maſters—but not being collected 
together in publick places, nor (as is the caſe on 
the Continent) confined to the Capital, Foreigners 
cannot ſee them, without viſiting the Houſes of 
the Nobility and Gentry, from one end of, the 
Iſland to the other, 

It is not intended however to be denied; that 
the fine Arts are yet but in their infancy in this 
Country. When that circumſtance is taken into 
conſideration, and when the merits of the Draw- 
ings and Paintings in this Exhibition ' are duly 
weighed, it is hoped the Travelled Connoiſſeur 
will admit, that few Countries, under ſuch circum- 
ſtances have produced at one moment a ſuperior 
Exhibition of National Art.—And as our Taſte for 
the fine Arts is daily increaſing among all ranks of 
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People, this Exhibition will be daily enriched.— 
There cannot be a ſtronger proof of this fact, than 
the very liberal offer of a Lady of high Birth and 
Accompliſhments, to contribute her extraordinary 
Talents, to add to this Collection — Talents of 
which her Country ought to be proud, as neither 
Greece nor Rome, where Sculpture was in its 


Glory, could, in that department of the fine Arts, 


boaſt of a Female Artiſt. | 

If by theſe various additions to the preſent Ex- 
hibition, the entertainment of the Subſcribers. to 
Tux SHAKSPEARE ſhould be encreaſed, the Under- 
takers will be amply rewarded—For though it was 


not originally held out, in the Propoſals of this 


Work, that the Subſcribers ſhould be entitled to 
ſee the progreſs of the Paintings, nor at any period 
to a free admiſſion to the Gallery, much leſs to an 
Exhibition of Art, unconnected with the Under- 


taking; yet the uncommon Confidence repoſed in 
the Undertakers of this Work, by the Subſcribers, 


naturally inſpired them with the ambition, which 


they hope is laudable, of wiſhing not to be out- 
doue, on.the ſcore of Liberality And they are 
happy in foreſeeing, that the Subſcribers will have 
a perpetual renovation of their Amuſement, by the 
ſucceſſion of new Pictures, that will be conſtantly 
paſſing from the Painter to the Engraver, during 
the progreſs of this Work. 


JOHN BOYDELL. 
JOSIAH BOYDELL. 
GEORGE NICOL, 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY, 


March 15, 1790. 
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ATN. SCENSE--1. 
Proſpero's Cell. 


Proſpero, Ferdinand, Miranda, A Maſque, exhibiting 
Iris, Ceres, Juno, Nymphs, Caliban, Trinculo, and 
Stephano, at a diſtance. 


Painted by Mr. Wzrcur, of Derby, 


Fer. This is a moſt majeſtic viſion, and 
Harmoniouſly charming : May I be bold 
To think theſe ſpirits ? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 
J have from their confines call'd to enact 
My preſent fancies, 

Fer. Let me live here ever; 
So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife, 
Make this place paradiſe, 

Pro, Sweet now, filence : 
Juno, and Ceres, whiſper ſeriouſly ; 
There's ſomething elſe to do : huſh, and be mute, 
Or elſe our ſpell is marr'd, 5 — 

: Jane and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Iris on employment. 
Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the wand'ring brooks, 

With your ſedg'd crowns, and ever-harmleſs looks, 
Leave your criſp channels, and on this green land 


Anſwer your ſummons z Juno does command ; 


Come, 


2 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 


Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love; be not too late. 


Enter certain Nymphs. 


You ſun-burn'd ſicklemen, of Auguſt weary, 
Come hither from the furrow and be merry ; 
Make holy- day: your rye- ſtraw hats put on, 
And theſe freſh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 


Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with ihe 
Nymphs in a graceful dance; towards the end whereof 
Profpero flarts ſuddenly, and ſpeaks ; after which, to a 
firange, hollow, and confuſed noiſe, they haavily vaniſh, 


Pro. [Aſide.] I had forget that foul conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Caliban, and his confederates, 
Againſt my life; the minute of their plot 
1s almoſt come.— To the Spirits. } Yell done ;—avoid ;—no 

more. 


Fer. This is ſtrange: your father's in ſome paſſion 
That works him ffrongly. 

Mira, Never till this day, 
Saw I him touch'd with anger ſo diſtemper'd. 

Pro. You do look my ſon, in a mov'd fort, 
As if you were diſmay'd : be cheerful fir: 
Our revels now are ended: theſe our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all ſpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baſeleſs fabrick of this viſion, 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The ſolemn temples, the great globe itſelf, 
Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve; 
And like this inſubſtantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind: We are ſuch ſtuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a ſleep. — Sir, I am vexed; 
Bear with my weakneſs; my old brain is troubled :; 
Be not diſturb'd with my infirmity : 
If thou be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 
And there repoſe; a turn or two Pl] walk, 
To ſtill my beating mind. 

Fer. Mira. We with your peace. 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 3 


No. II. 
MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


ACT ITL SCENE: T1 


Before Page's houſe, 
Mrs. Page with a letter, Mrs. Ford with another. 


Painted by Rev. Mr. PETERS, R. A. 


Mrs. Page. What! have I *ſcap'd love-letters in the 
holy-day-time of my beauty, and am I now a ſubject for 
them ? Let me ſee : 


Aſt me no reaſon why I Iove you; for though love uſe reaſon 

for his preciſian, he admits him not for his counſellor : You are 
not young, no more am I; go to then, there's ſympathy: you 
are merry, ſp am I; Ha! ha! then there's more ſympathy < 
you love ſack, and fo de I; would you defire better ſympathy * ;let 
it ſuffice, thee miſtreſs Page, (at the leaſt, if the love of a ſoldier 
can ſaffice) that I love thee. I will not ſay, pity me; "tis not a 
folater-like phraſe : but I ſay, love me. B, me, 

Thine ewn true knight, 

By day or night, 

Or any kind of light, 

With all his might, 

For thee to fight. John Falſtaff, 


What a Herod of Jewry is this ?—O wicked wicked 
F world !—one that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, to 
be ſhew himſelf a young gallant! What an unweigh'd beha- 
1 viour has this Flemiſh drunkard pick'd (with the devil's 
| name) out of my converſation, that he dares in this manner 
aſſay me? Why, he hath not been thrice in my company! 
— What ſhould I fay to him? —I was then Cn of my 
mirth :—Heaven forgive me I- Why, Þ'll exhibit a bill in 
the parliament for the putting down of men. How ſhall 
I be revenged on him? for revenged J will be, as ſure as his 
guts are made of puddings. 


Enter Mrs. Ford. 
Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page! truſt me, I was going to your 


houſe. 
B 2 Mrs. 
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SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 
Mrs. Page. And truſt me, I was coming to you. You 
look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that; I have to ſhew 
to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. *Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, 1 do then; yet, I fay, I could ſhew 
you to the contrary : O miſtreſs Page, give me ſome counſel ! 

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ferd. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
reſpe&, I could come to ſuch honour | 

Ars. Page. Hang the trifle, woman; take the honour : 
What is it ?—diſpenſe with trifles ;—what is it? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell, for an eternal mo- 
ment, or fo, I could be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. What ?—thou lieſt !—Sir Alice Ford !— 
Theſe knights will hack; and ſo thou ſhouldſt not alter the 
article of thy gentry. | 

Mrs. Ford. We burn day-light :—here, read, read ;j— 
perceive how I might be knighted. —I ſhall think the worſe 
of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make difference of 
men's liking; And yet he would not ſwear ; praiſed wo- 
men's modeſty ; and gave ſuch orderly and well-behaved 
xeproof to all uncomelineſs, that I would have ſworn his 
di ſpoſition would have gone to the truth of his words: but 
they do no more adhere, and keep place together, than the 
hundredth pſalm to the tune of Green Sleeves. What tempeſt, 
I trow, threw this whale, with ſo many tuns of oil in his 
belly, aſhore at Windſor ? How ſhall I be revenged on him ? 
I think, the beſt way were to entertain him with hope, till 
the wicked fire of luſt have melted him in his own greaſe.— 
Did you ever hear the like ? 

Ms. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of Page 
and Ford differs !—To thy great comfort in this myſtery 
of ill opinions, here's the twin brother of thy letter : but let 
thine inherit firſt ; for, I proteſt, mine never halt. I war- 
rant, he hath a thouſand of theſe letters, writ with blank 

ace for different names, (ſure more) and theſe are of the 
ſecond edition: He will print them aut of doubt; for he 
cares not what he puts into the preſs, when he would put 
us two. I had rather be a gianteſs, and lie under mount 
Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty laſcivious turtles, 
ere ane chaſte man. 


Mrs. Ford. V ly, this is the very ſame ; the very hand, the 
very words : What doth he think of us ? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not: It makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty.— Ne. 


4 


* 
* 
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No. III. 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
ACT W. SCENE IL. 


Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius, Sir Hugh Evans, 
Falſtaff, as the old woman of Brentford, Mrs Ford, 
and Mrs. Page. 


Painted by Mr. Duzno. 


Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, maſter Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again ?—Set down the 
aſket, villain :—Somebody call my wife :—You, youth 
in a baſket -O, you panderly raſcals! there's a knot, 2 
gang, a pack, a conſpiracy, againſt me: Now ſhall the 
evil be ſham'd. What! wife, I ſay! come, come forth; 
behold what honeſt clothes you ſend forth to bleaching. 
Page. Why, this paſſes! Maſter Ford, you are not ts 
go looſe any longer; you muſt be pinion'd. | 
a * Why, this is lunatics! this is mad as a mad 
og. | | 
Shal. Indeed, maſter Ford, this is not well ; indeed. 
Enter Mrs. Ford. 


Ford. So ſay I too, ſir.— Come hither, miſtreſs Ford; 
— miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her huſband ! 
—1 ſuſpe& without cauſe, miſtreſs, do I? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witneſs, you do, if you 
ſuſpect me in any diſhoneſty. | 

Ford. Well ſaid, brazen-face; hold it out. Come 
forth, ſirrah. [Pulis the clothes out of the baſket. 

Page. This paſſes. | 

Ars. Ford. Are you not aſham'd ? Let the clothes 


alone. 


Ford. I ſhall find you anon, 3 


Eva. Tis unreaſonable! Will you take up your wife's 
clothes ? come away. 


Erd. Empty the baſket, I ſay. 
Ars, Ford, Why, man, why,— 


Ford. 
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Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was one con- 
vey'd out of my houſe 13 in this baſket; Why may 
not he be there again? In my houſe I am ſure he is: my 
intelligence is true; my jealouſly is reaſonable: Pluck me 
out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford, If you find a man there, he ſhall die a flea's 
death, 

Page. Here's no man, 

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, maſter Ford; 
this wrongs you. 

Eva. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your own heart: this is jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I ſeek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe, but in your brain. 

Ferd. Help to ſearch my houſe this one time: if J find 
not what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my extremity, let me 
for ever be your table-ſport ; let them ſay of me, As jealous 
as Ford, that ſearch'd a hollow wall- nut for his wife's 
leman. Satisfy me once more, once more ſearch with me. 

Ars. Ford. What hoa, miſtrels Page! come you and 
the old woman down ; my huſband will come into the 
chamber, 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 

Ars. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening queant 
Have I not forbid her my houſe ? She comes of errands, 
does ſhe? We are {imple men; we do not know what's 
brought to paſs under the profeſſion of fortune-telling. She 
works by charms, by fpells, by the figure, and ſuch dau- 
bery as this: beyond our element: we know nothing. 
Come down, you witch; you hag, you, come down, I 
ſay. 

- FIR Ford. Nay, good, ſweet huſband ;—good gen- 
tlemen, let him not ſtrike the old woman, 


Enter Falſtaff in woman's clothes, led by Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ford. ITI prat her :—Out of my doors, you witch! [Beats 
him.] you hag, you baggage, you poulcat, you ronyon ! out ! 
eut! I'll conjure you, 1 fortune-tell you. [Exit Fal. 

Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd? I think, you have 
k111'd the poor woman. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it ;— Tis a goodly credit 
for you, 
Ford. 
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Ford. Hang her, witch! 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the oman is a witch 
indeed I like not when a 'omans has a great peard ; I ſpy 
a great peard under her muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I beſeech you, 
follow ; ſee but the iſſue of my jealouſy ; if I cry out thus 
upon no trail, never truſt me when I open again. 

Page. Let's obey his humour a little further : Come 
gentlemen. [ Exeunt. 


rer 1 


No. IV. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Duke in a Friar's Habit, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, 
Eſcalus, Lucio, and Citizens. Iſabella, Peter, 
Mariana, Provoſt, &c. 


Painted by Mr. KIRK. 
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—— 


Eſcal. 1 will go darkly to work with her. 
Lucio. That's the way ; for women are light at mid- 
night. Ne 
Eſcal. Come on, miſtreſs; here's a gentlewoman denies 
all that you have ſaid. 
Lucio. My lord, here comes the raſcal I ſpoke of; here 
with the provoſt. | 
Eſcal. In very good time :—ſpeak not you to him, till 
we call upon you. 
Lucio. Mum. 
Eſcal. Come, ſir; Did you ſet theſe women on to ſlan- 
der lord Angelo? they have confeſs'd you did. 
Duke, Tis falſe. 
Eſcal. How | know you where you are? | 
Duke. ReſpeR to your great place! and let the devil 
Be ſometime honour'd for his burning throne :— 
Where is the duke? 'tis he ſhould hear me ſpeak. 
Eſcal. The duke's in us; and we will hear you ſpeak : 
Look you ſpeak juſtly, 
4 Duke. 
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Duke. Boldly, at leaſt: - But, O, poor fouls, 
Come you to ſeek the lamb here of the fox ? 
Good night to your redreſs: Is the duke gone? 
Then is your cauſe gone too. The duke's unjuſt, 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeal, 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth, 
Which here you come to accuſe. 
Lucio. This is the raſcal; this is he I ſpoke of. 
Eſcal. Why thou unreverend and unhallow'd friar ! 
Is't not enough, thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women 
To accuſe this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth, 
And in the witneſs of his proper ear, 
'To call him villain ? 
And then to glance from him to the duke himſelf, 
To tax him with injuſtice?—T ake him hence; 
To the rack with him: — We'll touze you joint by joint, 
But we will know this purpoſe :— What? unjuſt? 
Duke. Be not ſo hot; the duke 
Dare no more ſtretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own; his ſubject I am not, 
Nor here provincial : My buſineſs in this ſtate 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 
Where | have ſeen corruption boil and bubble, 
»Till it o'er- run the ſtew : laws for all faults; 
But faults ſo countenanc'd, that the itrong ſtatutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's ſhop, 
As much in mock as mark. 
Eſcal, Slander to the ſtate ! Away with him to priſon; 
ng. What can you vouch againſt him, ſignior Lucio ? 
Is this the man, that you did tell us of ? Fl 
Lucio. Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman bald- 
pate: Do you know me? 
Duke. I remember you, ſir, by the ſound of your voice: 
I met you at the priſon in the abſence of the duke. 
Lucio. O, did you ſo? And do you remember what you 
ſaid of the duke? | 
Duke. Moſt notedly, fir. 
Lucio. Do you ſo, fir? And was the duke a fleſh-monger, 
a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to be? 
Duke. You muſt change perſons with me, ere you make 
that my report: you, indeed, ſpoke ſo of him; and much 
more, much worſe. : 
Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck thee 
by the noſe, for thy ſpeeches ? 15 
Duke, I proteſt, I love the duke, as I love myſelf. 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 9 
Ang, Hark ! how the villain would cloſe now after his 
treaſonable abuſes, | 
Eſcal. Such a fellow is not to be talk*d withal + Away with 
bim to priſon :—Where is the provi *— Away with him to 
priſon ; lay bolts enough upon him let him ſpeak no more :— 
eway with thoſe giglots too, and with the other ronſederate com- 
Panio n. 
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{ The Provoſt lays hands on the Duke. 

Duke. Stay, fir ; flay awbile. 
Ang. WW hoe 72 Fa be? Help him, Lucio. 
Lucio. Come, fir ; come, fir ; come, fir; fob, fir: IWhy, 
you bald-pated, lying raſcal! you muſt be hooded, muſt you ? 
ſhow your krave's Viſage, with a pox to you  fhow your fheep= 
biting face, and be hang d an hour ! Will't not off ? | 

[Pulls off the friar's hood, and diſcovers the Duke. 
Duke. Theu art the firfl knave that &er mad'ſt a duke. 
Firſt, proveft, let me bail theſe gentle three. 
Sneak not away, fir ; [to Lucio] for the friar and you 
Muſt have a word anon :-——lay hold on bim. 


Lucio, T his may prove worle than hanging. 
Duke, What you have ſpoke, I pardon; fit you 
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dOWN, —— [To Eſcalus. 
We'll borrow place of him ; ———Sir, by your leave: 
[To Angels. 


Haſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can do thee office? if thou haſt, 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 
Ang.. O my dread lord, 
I ſhould be guiltier than my guiltineſs, - 
_ To think I can be undiſcernable, : 
When I perceive, your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paſſes : Then, good prince, 
No longer ſeſſion hold upon my ſhame, 
But let my trial be mine own confeſſion; 
Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 
Is all the grace I beg, 
Duke, Gomes hither, Mariana: 
Say, waſt thou e'er contracted with this woman? 
Ang. I was, my lord. EY 
Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly :. 
Do you the office friar; which conſummate, 
Return him here again: Go with him, provoſt, 
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No. V. 
COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Aer d. SCENE I. 


A ſtreet before the Priory. 


Merchant, Angelo, Lady Abbeſs, Adriana, Courtezan, 
Duke, Ægeon, Antipholis and Dromio of Syracuſe, 
: Antipholis and Dromio of Epheſus, Headſman, Cc. 


Painted by Mr. Ricaup, R. A. 


geen. Not know my voice | O, time's extremity ! 
Haſt thou ſo crack'd and ſplitted my poor tongue, 
In ſeven ſhort years, that here my only ſon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming winter's drizzled ſnow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memory, 
My waſting lamps ſome fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little uſe to hear: 
All theſe old witneſſes ( Icannot err) 
Tell me thou art my ſon Antipholis. 

E. Ant. I never ſaw my father in my life. 

Ageon. But ſeven years ſince, in Syracuſa, boy, 
Thou knoweſt, we parted : but, perhaps, my ſon, 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in miſery, 

Z. Ant. The duke, and al that know me in the city, 
Can witneſs with me that it is not ſo; N 
I ne'er ſaw Syracuſa in my life. 

Due. I tell thee, Syracuſan, twenty years 
Have 1 been patron to Antipholis, 

During which time he ne'er ſaw Syracuſa: 
I ſce, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Enter 
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Enter the Abbeſs, with Antipholis Syracuſan and Dromio 


Syracuſan. 


Abb. M. mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong'd. 
[All gather to ſee him. 
Adr. I ſee two huſbands, or mine eyes decerve me. 
Duke. One of theſe men is Genius to the other; 
And ſo of theſe : which is the natural man, 
And which the ſpirit ? who deciphers them ? 
8. Dro. 1, fr, am Dromio ; command him away, 
E. Dro. J, fir, am Dromio; pray, let me flay. 
S. Ant, geen, art thou not? or elſe his gba? 
S. Dro. O, my old maſler ! who bath rol him here? 


Abb. Whoever bound him, I will looſe his bonds, 
And gain a huſband by his liberty ;— 
Speck old Ægeon, it thou be'ſt the man 
J hat had'ſt a wife once call'd Æmilia, 
'T hat bore thee at a burden two fair ſons ? 
O, if thou be'ſt the ſame Ægeon, ſpeak, 
And ſpeak unto the ſame Emilia! 
Duke. Why, here begins this morning ſtory right: 
Theſe two Antipholis' 55 theſe two fo like, 
And theſe two Dromio's, one in ſemblance, 
Beſides her urging of her wreck at ſea, — 
Theſe are the parents to theſe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Ageon, If I dream not, thou art Emilia 
If nk art ſhe, tell me, where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 
Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and J, 
And the twin Eager ns all were taken up; 
But, by and by, rude hſhermen of Corinth 
By * took As and my ſon from them, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidamnum: 
What then became of them, I cannot tell; 
I, to this fortune that you ſee me ia. 
Nuke. Antipholis, thou cam'ſt from Corinth firſt, 
E. Ant, No, ſir, not I; I came from Syracuſe. 
Dute. Stay, ſtand apart; I know not which is which. 
E. Ant. I came from Corinth, my molt gracious lord. 
E. Dro. And | with him. 
E. Ant, Brought to this town by that moſt gracious war- 
rior 
Duke Menaphon, your moſt renowed uncle. 
Adr. Which of * two did dine with me to- day? 


C 2 S. Ant 


12 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. ! 


S. Ant. | gentle miſtreſs. 

Aar. And are you not my huſband ? 

E. Ant. No, I ſay nay to that. 

S. Ant. And ſo do }, yet ſhe did call me fo; 

And this fair gentlewoman, her ſiſter here, 
Did call me brother: What | told you then, 
J hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good; 
If this be not a dream, I ſee, and hear. 

Ang. This is the chain, fir, which you had of me. 

S. Ant. I think it be, fir; 1 deny it not. 

E. Ant. And you, fir, for this chain arreſted me. 

Ang. | think I did, fir; I deny it not. 

Adr. I ſent you money, fir, to be your bail, 

By Dromio; but I think he brought it not. 

S. Dro. No, none by me. 

S. Ant. This putſe of ducats I receiv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man, did bring them me: | 
I fee, we ſtill did meet each other's man, 

And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe Errors are aroſe. ' 

E. Ant. Mheſe ducats pawn I for my father here. 

Duke, It ſhall not need, thy father has his liſe. 

Ceurt. Sir, I muſt have that diamond from you. 

Z. Ant. There, take it; and much thanks for my good 

cheer, 28 15 + 
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No. VI. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
JF 
| An Orchard. 
Hero, Urſula, and Beatrice. 


Painted by Rev. Mr. PETERS, R. A, 


| Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urſula. 
Hire. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour ; 
There thou ſhalt find my counſin Beatrice 25 


Propoſing with the Prince and Claudio: 
| Whiſper her ear, and tell her, 1 and Urfula 


Walt 
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Walk in the orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
Is all of her? ſay that thou overheard'ſt us: 
And bid her ſteal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-ſuckles, ripen'd by the ſun, 
Forbid the ſun to enter ;—like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Againſt that power that bred it :—there will the hide her 
To liſten our propoſe : This is thy office, | 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 
Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, preſently. 
Y Lit. 
Hero. Now, Urſula, when Beatrice doth come, r 
As we do trace this alley up and down, | 
Our talk muſt only be of Benedick : 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praiſe him more than ever mafi did merit ; 
My talk to thee mnſt be, how Benedick 
Ts ſick in love with Beatrice ; Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, A 
That only wounds by hear-fay. Now begin, 


Enter Beatrice, behind. 


For look where Beatrice, like alapwing, runs 

Cloſe by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Ur/. The pleafant'ſt angling is to ſee the fiſh 

Cut with her golden oars the ſilver ſtream, 

And greedily þ xr the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 

Is couched in the woodbine coverture ; 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 


Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear bſe nothing 

Of the falſe ſweet bait that we lay for it. — 

| Z { They advance to the bower. 
No, truly, Urſula, ſhe is too diſdainſul ; | = 
I know, her ſpirits are as coy and wild 
As baggards of the rock. 0 
Or. But are you ſure, 
That Benedict loves Beatrice fo entirely ? 


Hero. Sofays the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

Ur/. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ?_ 

Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it ; 
But L perſuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 


Iso wiſh him wreſtle with affection, 


And never to let Beatrice know of it. 


* 


14 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 


Ur/. Why did you fo? Doth not the gentleman 
Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice (hall couch upon ? 
Hero. O God of love! I know he doth deſerve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder ſtuff than that of Beatrice: 
Diſdain and ſcorn ride ſparkling in her eyes, 
Mifprifing what they Took on; and her wit 
Values itfelf ſo highly, that to her 
All matter elſe ſeems weak: ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no ſhape nor project of affection, 
She is ſo (elf-endeared. 
Urf. Sure, I think ſo; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew hs love, leſt ſhe make ſport at it. 
Hero. Why, you ſpeak truth: 1 never yet ſaw man, 
1 How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
Vi But ſhe would ſpell him backwad: if fair-fac'd, 
She'd ſwear the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter ; 
i If black, why, nature drawing of an antick, 
1 Made a foul blot : if tall a lance ill- headed; 
| If low, an agat very vilely cut: 
0 If ſpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
I If filent, why, a block moved with none, 
1 So turns ſhe every man the wrong ſide out; 
6 And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
19 Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſ, Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable, 
ro. No; not to be fo odd, and from all faſhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her ſo ? If 1 ſhould ſpeak, 
She'd mock me into air; O, the would laugh me 
Out of myſelf, preſs me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Conſume away in fighs, waſte inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks ; 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. bs 
rf. Yet tell her of it ; hear what ſhe will ſay, 
Hero. No; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counſel him to fight againſt his paſſion : 
And, truly, I'Il deviſe ſome honeſt ſlanders 
To ftain my couſin with. One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoiſon liking, 
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Urſ. O, do not do your couſin ſuch a wrong. 
dhe cannot be ſo much without true judgment, 
(Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit, | 
As ſhe is priz'd to have) as to refuſe 
So rare a gentleman as ſignior Benedick, 
Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. . 
Urſ. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy; ſignior Benedick, 
For ſhape, for bearing, argument, and valour, 
Goes foremoſt. in report through Italy. 
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
UV. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When you are marry'd, madam ? 
Hero. Why every day to morrow : Come, go in, 
I'll ſhew the ſome attires; and have thy counſel, 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to-morrow. 
Urſ. She's lim'd I warrant you; we have caught her, 
madam, , 


No. VII. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
&CT- IV; SCENE I. 


A Church. 


Don Pedro, Don Jobn, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice. 


Painted by Mr. HamiLTon, R. A. 


Glau, Leonato, ſtand I here ? 
Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother? 
Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own ? 
Leon. All this is ſo ; But what of this, my lord? 
Claud. Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter; 
And by that fatherly and kindly power 8 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do ſo, as thou art my child. 


6 Hero. 
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Hero. O God defend me! how I am beſet 
What kind of catechiſing call you this? 
Claud. Lo make you anſwer truly to your name. 
Hero, Is it not Hero? Who can blot that naipe 
With any juſt reproach ?. 
Claud. Marcy, that can Hero 
Hero itſelf can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yeſternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, anſwer to this, 
Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lotd, 
Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden. —Leonato, 
I am forty, you muſt hear; Upon mine honour, 
Myſelf, my brother, and this grieved count, 
Did ſee her, hear her, at that hour laſt night, 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window; 
Who hath, indeed, moſt like a liberal villain, 
Confeſs'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret, 
John. Fie, he! they are 
Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be ſpoke of; 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence to utter them: Thus, pretty lady, 
I am forry for thy much miſgovernment. 
Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero had'ſt thou been 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counſels of thy heart! 
But, fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eyelids ſhall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. My, how niw, confin ! ' wherefore fink you down ? 
Gs Hero ſwoons. 
John. Come, let us go : theſe things, come thus to light, 
Smother ber ſpir its up. : 
[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Claudio, 
Bene. How doth the lady ? 
Beat. Dead, I think; — flelp, uncle ;— 
Hero ! why, Hero !—uncle! ſignior Benedick !—friar ! 
Leon, O fate! take not away thy heavy hand! 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame, 
That may be wiſh'd for. | 
| No. VIII. 
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| No. VIII. 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
A Priſon, 


Do gberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the Town-Clerk 
and Sexton, 


Painted by Mr. Smirk. 


1 — 


— 


6 


P 


Dog. Is our whole diſſembly appear'd? 
Verg. O, a ſtool and a cuſhion for the ſexton ! 
Sexton. Which be the malefaQtors ? 
Degb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Verg. Nay, that's certain; we have the exhibition to 
examine, | 
Sexten. But which are the offenders that are to be exa- 
mined ? let them come before maſter conſtable. 
Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me,—What 
is your name, friend ? 
Bora. Borachio, 
Dogb. Pray, write down - Borachio.— Yours, firrah ? 
Cnr. I am a gentleman, fir; and my name is Conrade, 
Dogb. Write down —— maſter gentleman Conrade.— 
Maſters do you ſerve God ? 
Bath. Yea, ſir, we hope. 
Degb. Write down—that they hope they ſerve God: 
and write God firſt ; for God defend but God ſhall go 
before ſuch. villains !--Maſters, it is proved already that 
you are little better than falſe knaves; and it will go near 
to be thought ſo ſhortly. How anſwer you for yourſelves ? 
Conr, Marry, fir, we ſay, we are none. 
Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I aſſure you; but I 
will go about with him.—Come you hither, firrah; a 
word in your ear, fir; I ſay. to you, it is thought you are 
falſe knaves. | 
Bora. Sir, I ſay to you, we are none. 
Dogb. Well, fand aſide. Fore God, they are both in 

a tale: Have you writ down that they are none? a 

cxton. 
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Sexten. Maſter conſtable, you go not the way to exa- 


mine; you muſt call the watch that are their accuſers. 


Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the efteſt way :—Let the 


watch come forth :— Maſters, I charge you, in the prince's 
name, accuſe theſe men, * 


Enter Watchmen. 
1 Match. This man ſaid, fir, that Don John, the 


prince's brother, was a villain. 


Dogb. Write down—prince John a villain: Why this 


is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother —villain. 


Bora. Maſter conſtable, — 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not like thy look, 
J promiſe thee, 

Sexton, What heard you him ſay elſe ? 

2 Mateb. Marry, that he had received a thouſand ducats 
of Don John, for accuſing the lady Hero wrongfully. 

Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by the maſs, that it is, 

Sextin. What elſe, fellow? 

Match. And that count Claudio did mean, upon his 
words to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly, and 
not marry her, 


Dogb. O villain! thou wilt be condemned into everlaſting 
redemption for this. | | 


Sexton, W hat elfe ? 

2 Watch. This is all. | 
Sexton. And this is more, maſters, than you can deny. 
Prince John is this morning fecretly ſtolen away : Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 
and upon the grief of this, ſuddenly died. -Maſter conſta- 
ble, let theſe men be bound, and broyght to Leonato's ; 
I will go before, and ſhew him their 1 [Exit. 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd. 

Verg. Let them be in band. 

Conr. Off, coxcomb ! | 

Dogb. God's my life! where's the ſexton ? let him 
write down—the prince's officer, coxcomb.—Come, bind 
Thou naughty varlet ! | 

Conr. Away! you are an aſs, you are an aſs, 

Degb. Doſt thou not fuſpeft my place? Noft thou not 
ſuſpect my years? O that he were here to write me down 
—an aſs [but, maſters, remember, that I am an aſs !—- 
hong it be not written down, yet forget not that I am 


an aſs: No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as ſhall 


— 
AT — 
-— 1 i 


70 * 


Pr. , 7-4 . 
ur -% d # 
s 4 * hy ll 
c in, AP” 


4 > rs 
ern 


2 s o x * - C © Ga * a 
\ a». > - CI * * 2 
— 2 — 422 3 * 2 N 5 — * 2 o 
n „ 23 1 has bp %. 4% 9 * s * 
„ "x 2 bo OE EE. oy =>» * 


re 


"Ts 1 
** * 
£ * * * + 


5 . , * . ww 
9 - 322 22 2 2 
* Ar. — 2 PITS IS am 4s 
32= "00k Or ee. 


> * 
RAT. e TING 


> 
—— 
a 
* C 


A 
wt; * 


* "I Rm_ 


2 


83 aye 
r 


* 
> 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 19 
be proved upon thee by good witneſſes: I am a wiſe fellow; 
and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, an 
houtholder ; and, which is more as pretty a piece of fleſh 
as any is in Meſſina; and one that knows the law, go to; 
and a rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath 
had loſſes; and one that hath two gowns, and, every thin 

handſome about him :—Bring him away. O, that I had 
been writ down—an als— - |  [ Exeunt. 


— 
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No. IX. 5 
LOVEs LABOUR' LOST. 


ACT IV. SCENE _L 


A Pavilion in the Park near the Palace, 
Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Katharine, Lords, At- 
tendants, and a Foreſter, 


Painted by Mr. HAuILTON, R. A. 


— — — —— — 


Prin. Was that the king, that ſpurr'd his horſe ſo hard 
Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill ? 

Boyet. I know not; but, I think, it was not he. 

Prin. Whoe'er he was, he ſhew'd a mounting mind. 
Well, lords, to day we ſhall have our diſpatch ; 

On Saturday we will return to France, —- 


Then, foreſter, my friend, where is the buſh. 
That we muſt land and play the murderer in? 
For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
A tand, where you may make the faireſt ſhoot. 
Prin. I thank my beauty; I am fair that ſhoot, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'ſt, the faireſt ſhoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not ſo. 
Prin, What, what ? firſt praiſe me, then again ſay, no ? 
O ſhort-liv'd pride! Not fair? alack for =? | 
For. Yes, madam, fair. 
Prin, Nay, never paint me now ; 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot mend a brow. 
Here, good my glaſs, take this far telling true; 
; [ Giving bim money, 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due, 
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No. X. 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT"s DREAM. 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


A Wood. 
Queen of the Fairies, Bottom, Fairies attending, &c. 
Sc. Sc. 


Painted by Mr. FusEL1, R. A. 


— 


Juen. Come, fit thee down upon this flowery bed, 
W hile I thy amiable cheeks do coy, 
And ſtick muſk-roſes in thy ſleek ſmooth head, 
And kiſs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
Bot. Where's Peaſe- bloſſom; 
Peaſe. Ready. 


Bot. Scratch my head, Peaſe- blaſſom.— M here s monſieur 
Colbwek ? | 
Cob. Ready. | 
Bot. Monſeur Cobweb ; good 7 get your weapons in 
your hand, and kill me a red hip d humble bee on the top of a 
thiſtle ; and gend monſieur, bring me the honcy bag. Do not 
fret yourſelf too much in the action, monſieur; and, good mon- 
Jieur, bave a care the honey-hag break not; I would be lith to 
have you wwe 4-57 with a honey bag, fignior. —IVhere's mon- 
freur Muſtard-ſeid ? 
Muſt. Ready. | | 
Bot. Give me your neif, monſieur Muſtard- ſeed. Prey you, 
Leave yuur courteſy, good monſueur, 
Muſt. bat's your will? | 
Bot. Nothing, good menſieur, but to help cavalero Cobweb 
to ſcratch. I muſt to the barber*s, monſieur ; for methinks, I 
am marvellous hairy about the face : and I am ſuch a tender aſs, 
if my hair do but itchle me, I muſt ſcratch. 
5 Queen. What, wilt thou hear ſome muſick, my ſweet 
ve ? ; 
Bet. I have a reaſonable good ear in muſick: let us 
have the tongs and the bones. | N 
N Queen 
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ueen. Or, ſay, ſweet love, what thou deſir'ſt to eat. 
t. Truely, a peck of provender ; I could munch your 
good dry oats. Methinks I have a great deſire to a bottle of 
hay : good hay, ſweet hay, hath no fellow, 
Queen. I have a venturous fairy that ſhall ſeek 
The ſquirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts, | 
Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of dried peaſe, 


But, I pray you, let none of your people ſtir me; I have 


an expoſition of ſleep come upon me. 
Queen. Sleep thou, and | will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away, 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet honey ſuckle 
Gently entwiſt, - the female ivy ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
O, how | love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 


* 


No. XI. 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT's DREAM. 


AST Iv. SCENE I. 
Mood. 
Theſeus, Egeus, Hippolita, and train, Demetrius, 
Lyſander, Hermia, and Helena. 


Painted by Mr. WRRATLBEv. 


The. Go one of you, find out the foreſter ;,— 
For now our obſervation is perform'd: 


And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 

My love ſhall hear the muſick of my hounds.— 
Uncouple in the weſtern valley; go: 
Diſpatch, I ſay, and find the foreſter, — 


We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the muſical confuſion 


Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 


Hip. 1 was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 


With hounds of Sparta: never did J hear 
f 2 
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Such gallant chiding; for, beſides the groves, 
The ſkies, the fountains, every region near, 
Seem'd all one mutual cry: 1 never heard 
So muſical a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder, 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that ſweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd like Theſſalian bulls : 
Slow in purſuit, but match'd in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never halloo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly: 
Judge, when you hear, —But, ſoft; what nymphs are 
theſe ? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here aſleep ; 
And this, Lyſander; this Demetrius is; 

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena: 
J wonder at their being here together. 

The. No doubt, they roſe up early, to obſerve 
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our ſolemnity.— 
Bur, ſpeak, Egeus? is not this the day | 
That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice ? 
Ege. It is, my lord. 


The. Go, bid the hunt/men wake them with their horns. 
f Horns, and fhouts within ; Demetrius, Lyſander, 
Hermia, and Helena, wake and flart up. 


The. Good-morrow, friend. Saint Valentine is paſt ; 
Be-in theſe wood. birds but to couple now? 
I/ Pardon, my lord. [ They all kneel to Theſeus. 
The. | pray you all, ftand up. 
I know, you two arg rival enemies; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is fo far from jealouſy, 
To ſleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 
IV My lord, 1 ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halt *fleep, half waking; But as yet, 3 
I cannot truly ſay how | came here ; 
But, as I think, (for truly would I ſpeak,- 
And now I do bethink me, ſo it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither ; our intent 
Was, to be gone frgm Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenjan law, | 
| No. XII. 
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No. XII. 73 
E DV dnn 4-35 


Kei. 8e EN E . 


Before the Duke's Palace. 
Roſalind, Celia, Orlando, Duke, and Attendants, Se. 
Charles carried off. 


Painted by Mr. DowNMuax. 


— — — — 


Reſ. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
wreſtler? 

Orla. No, fair princeſs; he is the general challenger: 

I come but in, as others do, to try with him the ſtrength 
of my youth. 
Cel. Young gentleman, your ſpirits are too bold for 
your years: You have ſeen cruel] proof of this man's 
ſtrength : if you ſaw yourſelf with your eyes, or knew your- 
ſelf with your judgement, the fear of your adventure would 
counſel you to a more equal enterpriſe, We pray you, for 
your own fake, to embrace your own ſafety, and give over 
this attempt, 

Reſ. Do, young fir; your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſed: we will make it our ſuit to the duke, that 
the wreſtling might not go forward. 

Orla. I beſeech you, puniſh me not with your hard 
thoughts ; wherein 1 confeſs me much guilty, to deny fo 
fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair eyes, 
and gentle wiſhes, go with me to my trial : wherein if I 
be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd that never was gracious ; 
if kill'd, but one dead that is willing to be ſo: I ſhall do 
my friends no wrong, for I have none to lament me; the 
world no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
world | fill up a place, which may be better ſupplied when 
I have made it empty, 


Re. The little ſtrength that I have, I would it were 
with you, 
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Cel. And mine to eke out her's. 


Rzf. Fare you well. Pray heaven I be deceiv'd in you! 
Cel. Your heart's deſire be with you! 


Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is ſo d eſi- 
rous to lie with his mother earth ? | 


Orla. Ready, fir ; but his will hath in it a more modeſt 
working. 

Duke; You ſhall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace; you ſhall not entreat 
him 0 a ſecond, that have ſo mightily perſuaded him from 
a firſt. a 

Orla. Vou mean to mock me after; you ſhould not 
have mocked me before: but come your ways. 

Roſ. Now, Hercules be thy ſpeed, young man ! 


Cel. I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong fellow 
by the leg. 


Fe They wreſtle. 
Roſ. O excellent young man! nd 4 


Cel. If 1 had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell who 
ſhould down. 


Duke. No more, no more, Charles is thrown. 


Orla. Yes, I beſeech your grace; 1 am not yet well 
breathed. 


Duke. How doſt thou, Charles? 
Le Beau. He cannot ſpeak, my lord. | 
Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, young man? 


Orla. Orlando, my liege; the youngeſt ſon of fir Row- 
land de Boys. 


' Duke. I would thou hadſt been ſon to ſome man elſe. 
The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, 
But I did find him ſtill mine enemy : 

Thou ſhouldſt have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another houſe. 

But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ; 

1 would thou hadſt told me of another father. 


[ Exit Duke with his train. 
Manent Celia, Roſalind, Orlando. 


Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this? 
Orla. 1 am more proud to be fir Rowland's ſon, 
His youngeſt ſon ;—and would not change that calling, 
Jo be adopted heir to Frederick. 
Ro. My father lov'd fir Rowland as his ſoul, 
And all the world was of my fathef's mind: 
Had | before known this young man his ſon, 
1 ſhould have given him tears unto entreaties, 
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Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd, 

Cel. Gentle couſin, 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My father's rough and envious diſpoſition 

Sticks me at heart.— Sir, you have well deſerv'd: 
If you do keep your promiſes in love, 

But juſtly as you have exceeded promiſe, 

Your mittreſs ſhall be happy. 


Roſ. Gentleman, 
[Giving him a chain from her neck, 

Wear this for me; one out of ſuits with fortune; 
That could gi ve more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, cox? 

Cel. Ay :—PFair you well, fair gentleman. 

Orla, Can | not ſay, I thank you? My better parts 
Are all thrown down; and that which here ſtands up, 
Is but a quintaine, a mere lifeleſs block. 


No. XIII. 


r r. 
Foreſt of Arden. 
Faques, Amiens, Sc. 


Painted by Mr. Hops, R. A. 


Duke Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us veniſon ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this deſert city, 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, ſwears you do more uſurp 
Than doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you. 8 
E Non 
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To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myſelf, - 
Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along 

Under an oak, whoſe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this weed : 
To the which place a poor ſeque/ired ſtag, 

That from the hunters aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languifh ; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth ſuch groans, 
That their diſcharge did ſtreteh his leathern coat, 
Almoſt to burſting ; and the big round tears 
Cours d one another down his innocent no 

In piteous chaſe: and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremeft verge of the ſwift broek,, 


Augmenting it with tears, 


Duke Sen. But what faid Jaques ? 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle ? 
1 Lord. O, yes, into a thouſand ſimiles. q 


. Firſt, for his weeping in the needleſs ſtream ; 
| Per deer, quoth he, thou mat a teſlament 


As worldlings do, giving thy ſum of more 
To that which had too much: 1 hen, being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 
Tis right, quoth he; thus miſery aoth part 
The flux of company: Anon, a careleſs herd, 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him, 
And never ſtays to greet him; Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Stoeep on, you fat and greaſy citizens; | 
*Tis juſt the faſhion : Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there 
Thus moſt invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 
Yea, and of this our life : ſwearing, that we 
Are mere uſurpers, tyrants, and what's worte, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up, 
In their aſſign'd and native dwelling place. 
Duke. Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation ? 


2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the ſobbing deer. 


Duke Sen, Show me the place; 


I love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits. 
For then he's full of matter. 


2 Lord, I'll bring you to him ſtraight. [ Exeunt. 
| No. XIV, 
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AS TUVY LL E ©: 


ACT v. SCENE IV. 


Foreft. 
Date Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, Celia, 


Roſalind, Audrey, Clown, Silvius, Phebe, and 
Hymen. 


Painted by Mr. HamiLTox, R. A. 


1 


STILL Mustick. 


tym. Then there is mirth in heaven, 

When earthly things made even 

Atone together. | 
Good duke, receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought here, 

Vea, brought her hither; 

That thou might'ſt join her hand with his, 
W hoſe heart within his boſom is. 


Roſ. To you 1 give myſelf, for I am yours, [To the Duke. 


To yau give myſelf, for I am yours. To Orlando. 
Duke Sen, If there be truth in fight, you are my daugh- 
ter. 


O-1. If there be truth in ſight, you are my Roſalind, 
_ Phe, If ſight and ſhape be true, 
Why then —my love adieu! 


Roſ. I'll have no father, if you be not he 


[To the Duke. 
T'!l have no huſband, if you be not he: [Z Orlande. 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not ſhe. [ To Phebe. 


Wm. Peace ho! I bar confuſion : 
*Tis | muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To join in Hymen's bands, 
f truth holds true contents. 


E 2 You 


To this moſt patient, ſweet, and virtuous wife: 
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You and you no croſs ſhall part; | To Orlando and Roſalind, 
You and you are heart in heart: [To Oliver and Celia, 
You to his love muſt accord, [ To Phehe. 
Or have a woman to your lord, 

You and you are ſure together, 


As the winter to ſoul weather. To the Clown and Audrey. 
Whiles a wedlock-hymn we ſing, 

Feed yourſelves with queſtioning ; 

That reaſon wonder may diminiſh, 

How thus we met, and theſe things finiſh, 


No. XV. 


TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


ACT I. SCENE II. 


Baptiſta's houſe. 


Petruchio, Katharine, Bianca, Horlenfio, Baptiſta, 
Grumio, Sc. 


Painted by Mr. WHEATLEv. 
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Pet, Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your 
ains : 
I know, * think to dine with me to- day, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheer; 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence, 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave, 

Bap. Is't poſſible, you will away to-night ? 

Pet. J muſt away to-day, before night come: 
Make it no wonder: if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would entreat me rather go than ſtay. 

And, honeſt company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away myſelf 


Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 

For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. 
Tra. Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. | | 


| 
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Gre. Let me intreat you. | 
Pet. It cannot be. 
Kath. Let me intreat you. 
Pet. I am content. 
Kath. Are you content to ſtay ? 
Pet. J am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay ; | 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 
Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 
| Pet. Grumio, my horſes. | 
Gru. Ay, ſir, they be ready; the oats have eaten the 
horſes. 
Kath. Nay, then, 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to day; 
No, nor to-morrow, nor till I pleaſe myſelf. 
The door is open, fir, there lies your way, 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green; 
For me, I'll not be gone, till I pleaſe myſelf : 
*Tis like, you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 
That take it on you at the firſt fo roundly. 
Pet. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ythee be not angry. 
Kath. I will be angry ; What haſt thou to do?— 
Father, be quiet he ſhall ſtay my leiſure. 
Gre. Ay, marry, fir: now it begins to work, 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner: — 
I ſee, a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit to reſiſt, 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate at thy command: 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer, 
Carouſe full meaſure to her maidenhead, 
Be mad and merry, ——or go hang yourſelves 
But for my b-nny Kate, ſbe muſt with me. 
Nay, hof not big, nor flamp, nor flare, nor fret; 
1 will be maſter of what is mine own : 
She is my goods, my chattels ; ſhe is my houſe, 
My. houſehold-ftuff, my field, my barn, 
My horſe, my cx, my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe lands, touch her whoever dare; 
{ll bring my action on the proudeſt he 
That flops my way in Padua. Grumio, 
Draw forth thy weapon, we're beſet with thieves; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs, if thou be a man : 
Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall nat touch thee, Kate; 
Pl buckler thee againſt a million. 
[ Exeunt Petruchio and Katharine. 
| Bap. 
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Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones, 


Gre. Went they not quickly, 1 ſhould die with laugh - 


ing. 
Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like! 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your fifter ? 


Bian. That, being mad herſelf, he's madly mated. 


Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated, 


—— — 


— T—— — — 


No. XVI. 
WIN $K:S 


ACT H. SeENE III. 
A Palace. 
Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, Attendants, and the infant 
| Peradita. | 
Painted by Mr. OpiE, R. A. 


Leo. Thou, traitor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this.— 
My child ? away with't !—even thou, that haſt 
A heart ſo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire; 


Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up ftraight : 


Within this hour bring me word 'tis done, 
(And by good teſtimony) or I'll ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'ft thine : If thou refuſe, 
And will encounter with my wrath, ſay ſo; 
'The baſtard brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall I daſh out, Go, take it to the fire; 
For thou ſett'ſt on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, fir: 
Theſe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't, 

Lord. We can ; my royal liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither, 

Leo. You are liars all. 


Lord. *Beſeech your highneſs, give us better credit: 


We have always truly ſerv'd you; and beſeech 


4 
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So to eſteem of us: And on our knees we beg, 
(As recompence of our dear ſervices, . 
Paſt, and to come) that you do change this purpoſe ; 
W hich, being ſo horrible, fo bloody, muſt 
Lead on to ſome foul iſſue: We all knee}. 
Les. I am a feather for each wind that blows :— 
Shall I live on, to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father ? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But, be it; let it hve: 
It ſhall not neither.—Y ou, fir, come you hither : 
| [To Anti gonus, 
Vou that have been ſo tenderly officious 
With lady Margery, your mid wife, there, 
To ſave this baſtard's life :—-for *tis a baſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's grey, - what will you adventure 
To fave this brat's life? 
Ant. Any thing, my lord, 
T hat my ability may undergo, 
And nobleneſs impoſe : at leaſt, thus much; 
FI pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To ſave the innocent: any thing poſſible. 


Leo. It will be poſſible: Swear by this ſword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 

Ant. 1 ſhall, my lord. 

Leo. Mark, and perform it; ( ſeeſt thou ?) for the fat} 
Of any point in't ſhall not only be 
Death to thyſelf, but to thy lewd-tongued wife ; 
Whom for this time, we pardon. Ie enjun thee, 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female baſtard hence; and that thou bear it, 
To ſome remote and deſert place, quite out 
Of our dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Miibout more mercy, to its own proteftion, 
And favour of the climate. As by flrange fortune 
It came to us, Ido injuſtice charge thee, — 
On thy foul's peril, and thy bod,"s tn ture, — 
That thou com mend it flrangely to ſome place, 
Where chance may nurſe, er end it: Take it up. 


Ant. I ſwear to do this; though a preſent death 
Had been more merciful.-Come on, poor babe: 
Some powerful ſpirit inſtruct the kites and ravens, 
To be thy nurſes ! Wolves, and bears, they ſay, 
Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide, have done 
Like offices of pit) Sir, be proſperous 
In more than this deed does require.! and bleſſing, | 
Againſt 
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Againſt this cruelty, fight on thy fide, : | 

Poor thing, condemn'd to loſs ! [Exit, with the child, 
Les. No, I'll not rear 

Another's iſſue, 


No. XVII. 


WAiNTEE'S TATE 


ACT--1L SCENE HE 


A deſert place near the Sea. 
Antigonus torn by a Bear; Old Shepherd, Clown, and ihe 
infant Perdita, at a diſtance. 


Painted by Mr. Hopcks, R. A. 


Enter Clown. 

Clo. Hilloa, loa! 4 | 

Shep. What, art ſo near? If thou'lt ſee a thing to talk 
on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What 
ail'ſt thou, man? 

Cle. I have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by ſea, and by land :— 
but 1 am not to ſay, it is a ſea, for it is now the ſky ; be- 
twixt the firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a budkin's 
point. 

Shep, Why, boy, how is it? Bs 

Clo. I would, you did but ſee how it chafes, haw it rages, 
how it takes up the ſhore ! but that's not to the point: O the 
moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls | ſometimes to ſee em, and nit 
to fee em e now the ſhip boring the moon with her main-maſi : and 


anon fwallow'd with yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork into 


a hogſhead. And then for the land ſervice, Te fee how the 
bear tore out his ſhoulder bone ; haw he cry'd Io me for help, and 


ſaid, his name was Antiginus, a nobleman : But to make an 


end of the ſhip :—to ſee how the ſea flap-dragon'd it :—but, firſt, 

how A 2 5 2 and eee them ; — and 120 

the poor gentleman roar'd, and the bear moch d him, bath roar- 
ing louder than the ſea, or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy? 4 

| pen or In. 
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Clo. Now, now; I have not wink'd fince I ſaw theſe. 
fights : the men are not yet cold under water, nor the bear 
half din'd on the gentleman ; he's at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have help'd the old 
man! 

Cle. I would you had been by the ſhip ſide, to have 
help'd her; there your charity would have lack'd — 

ide. 

Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters ! but Wy. = 
here, boy. Now bleſs thyſelf; thou met'ſt with things 
dying, I with things new born. Here's a fight for thee; 
look thee, a bearing-cloth for a ſquire's child! Look thee 
here; take up, take up, boy; open't. So, let's ſee; —It 
was told me, I ſhould be rich by the fairies : this is ſome 
changeling :———Open't : What's within, boy? 

Clo. You're a made old man; if the fins of your youth 
are forgiven you, you're well to live, Gold! all gold! 

Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove ſo: up 
with it, keep it cloſe; home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, boy; and to be ſo ſtill, requires nothing but ſe- 
creſy. Let my ſheep go: - Come, good boy, the next 
way home. 


No. XVIII. 


WINTER'S TALE. 
CT WW. ICENE ML 
Before a Shepherd's Cottage. 


Florizel, Perdita, Shepherd, Clown, Mopſa, Dorcas, 
Servants, Polixenes, and Camillo diſguis'd. 


Painted by Mr. WHEATLEY. 
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Flo. See, your gueſts approach: 
Addreſs yourſelf to entercain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. 
Shep. Fye, daughter! when my old wife liv'd, upon 
his day, ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook; 
goth dame and ſervant ; welcom'd all ; ſerv'd all: 


F Would 


* 
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Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turn: now here, 
At upper end o'the table, now, i'the middle ; 

On his ſhoulder, and his: her face o'fire 

With labour; and the thing, ſhe took to quench it, 
She would to each one ſip: You are retir'd, 

As if you were a feaſted one, and not 

The hoſteſs of the meeting : Pray you, bid 

Theſe unknown friends to us welcome ; for it is 

A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bluſhes ; and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o'the feaſt: Come on, 
And bid us welcome to our ſheep-ſhearing, 

As your good flock ſhall proſper. 


Per. Sir, Welcome ! [To Pol. and Cam, 
It is my father's will, I ſhould take on me 
T he hojteſs/hip of the day :—You're welcome, fir ! 
Give me the flowers there, Dorcas, —Reverend firs, 
For you there's roſemary, and rue ; theſe keep 
Seeming, and ſaucur, all the winter long : 
Grace, and remembrance, be to you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing ! 


Pol. Shepherdeſs, 
(A fair one are you) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter,—the faireft flowers o'the ſeaſon 
Are our carnations, and ſtreak'd gilly-flowers, 
Which ſome call, nature's baſtards : of that kind 
Our ruſtick garden's barren; and I care not 
To get flips of them. 
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No. XIX. 
ACT-E SCENE: HI. 


A Heath. 
Macbeth, Banquo, and three Witches. 


Painted by Mr, FusEL1, R. A, 


7 


Macb. So foul and fair a day J have not ſeen, 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Fores ?—W hat are theſe, 


So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire 

That look not like the inhabitants o'the earth, 

And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught 

That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her ſkinny lips: You ſhould be women, 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 


That you are fo. 
Mach. Speak, if you can ;— What are you? 
uch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 


Glamis! 


2 TVitch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 
Cawdor | 
3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that ſhall be king heres 


after. 
Ban. Good fir, why do you ſtart; and ſeem to fear 


Things that do ſound fo fair? I'the name of truth, 

Are you fantaſtical, or that indeed 

Which outwardly ye ſhew? My noble partner 

You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 

Ct noble having, and of royal hope, 

I hat he ſeems rapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not: 

If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 

And ſay, which grain will grow, and which will not, 
peak then to me, who neither beg, nor ſcar, 


Your favours, nor your hate. 
1 2 1 Milch. 
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1 Witch. Hail! 

2 Witch, Rail! 

3 Iiteh. Hail! 

1 Mich. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 iich. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 


3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be none, 


So all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo. 
1 Mitch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 


Macb. Stay, you imperfect ſpeakers, tell me more: 


By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A proſperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 

Stands not within the preſpect of belief, 
No more then to be Cawder, Say, from whence 
You owe this , range intelligence? or why 
Upen this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 


IVith ſuch prophetick greeting *— Speak, I charge yeu. 


[Witches vaniſh. 


Ban. T he earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And theſe are of them :—Whither are they vaniſh'd ? 


Mach. Into the air; and what ſeem'd ccrporal, melted 
As breath into the wind. —*'WouJd they had ftaid ! 
Ban, Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about ? 


Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
T hat takes the reaſon priſoner ? 
Hach. Your children ſhall be kings. 
Ban. You ſhall be king. 


Mach. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? 
Bon. To the ſelf-ſame tune, and words, Who's here? 
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No. XX. 
= HW I MR IN 


ACT IV SCENES 


A Priſon. 
Arthur, Hubert, and Execution:rs. 


Painted by Mr. Nos THCoTE, R. A. 


— 


Hub. Heat me theſe irons hot; and look thou ſtand 
Within the arras : when I ſtrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, ruſh forth, 
And bind the boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſt to the chair: be heedful: hence, and watch. 

Exec. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly ſcruple! Fear not you: look to't.— 

[ Exeunt executioners. 

Young lad, come forth; 1 have to ſay with you. 


Enter Arthur. 


Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 
Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 
Arth. As little prince (having fo great a title 
To be more prince) as may be.—You are (ad. 
Hub, Indeed I have been merrier, 
Arth. Mercy on me | 
Methinks, nobody ſhould be ſad, but I : 
Yet, I remember, when | was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as ſad as night, 
Only for wantonneſs, By my chriſtendom, 
So ] were out of priſon, and kept ſheep, 
1 ſhould be merry as the day is long; 
And fo l would be here, but that 1 doubt 
My uncle practiſes more harm to me: 
He is afraid of me, and I of him: 
Ils it my fault that I was Geffery's ſon ? 
No, indeed, is't not; and I would to heaven, 
I were your ſon, fo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub, It I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead. 
7 Therefore 
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Therefore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch, [ Aide, 

Arth. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to-day ; 

In ſooth, I would you were a little ſick ; 
That I might fit all night, and watch with you: 
I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom.— 
Read here, young Arthur [ Skewing a paper. 
How now, feoliſh rheum ! [ Afiae, 
Turning diſpiteous torture out of door ? : 
J muſt be brief; leſt reſolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womaniſh tears, — 

Can you not read it? it is not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert for ſo foul effect: 
Muſt you with hot irons burn out both mine cyes ? 

Hub. Young boy, I muſt, 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. 3 you the heart? When your head did but 

ake, | 

J knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The beſt I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never afk it you again: 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 
Saying, What lack you ? and, Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man's ſon would have lain ſtill, 
And ne'er have ſpoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your ſick ſervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
And call it, cunning ; Do, an it you will: 
If heaven be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why then you muſt, — Will you put out mine eyes ? 
"Theſe eyes, that never did, nor never ſhall, 
So much as frown on you ? 

Hub. I have ſworn to do it; 
And with hot irons muſt I burn them out. 

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it! 
The iron of itſelf though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near theſe eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench his fiery indignation, 

Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 
But tor containing fire to harm mine cye. 


Are 
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Are you more ſtubborn-hard than hammer'd iron ? 
And if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd him; no tongue, but Hubert's. 
[ Hubert Ramps, and the men enter. 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you. 


Arth. O, ſave me, Hubert, ſave me] my eyes are outy 
Even with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iran, I ſay, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be 75 baiſterous-rough © 
T will not firuggle, { will ſtund / he- fill. 
For Heaven's fake, Hubert ! let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb ; 
I will not flir, nor wince, nor ſpeak a wird, 
Nor loc upon the iron angerly : 
Thruſt but theſe nien away, and I'll forgive vc, 
IFhatever torment you de put me lo. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with him. 
Exec. I am beſt pleas'd to be from ſuch a deed. [ Exeunt, 
Arth. Alas! I then have chid away my friend; 
He hath a ftern look, but a gentle heart ;— 
Let him come back, that his compaſſion may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourſelf, 
Arth. is there no remedy ! 
lub. None but to loſe your eyes. 
Arth. O heaven !—that there were but a moth in youre, 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wandring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe |! 
'Then, feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 
Hub, Is this your promiſe ? go to, hold your tongue, 
Arth.. Hubert, the utterance of a brace ot tongues 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of cyes ; 
Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So 1 may keep mine eyes; O, ſpare mine eyes; 
Though to no uſe, but till to look on you ! 
Lo! by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 
And would not harm me. | 
Hub I can heat it, boy. 
Arib. No, in good ſooth; the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 


In 
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In undeſerv'd extremes: See elſe yourſelf ; 
There is no malice in this burning coal; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his ſpirit out, 
And ſtrew'd repentant aſhes on his head, 
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it bluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it, perchance, will ſparkle in your eyes; 
And, like a dog, that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his maſter that doth tarre him on, 
All things, that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office: only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extend, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uſes. 
Hub. Well, fee to live; I will not touch thine eye 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle owes : 
Yet am I ſworn, and I did purpoſe, boy, 
With this ſame very iron to burn them out, 
Arth. O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were diſguiſed. | 
Hub. Peace: no more. Adieu; 
Your uncle muſt not know but you are dead: 
I'll fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports. 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
"That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee, 
Arth. O heaven II thank you, Hubert. 
Hub. Silence; no more: Go cloſely in with me; 


Much danger do I undergo for thee. [ Excunt, 
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No. XXI. 
SECOND PART OF 
KING HENRY IV; 


ACT m. 8EENE IL 


Juſtice Shallow's ſeat in Glouceſterſhire. 


Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Boy, Mouldy, 
Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


Painted by Mr. DURNO. 
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Bull. Good maſter corporate Bardolph, ſtand my friend; 
and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French crowns for 
you, In very truth, ſir, I had as lief be hang'd, fir, as 
go: and yet for mine own part, fir, I do not care; but, 
rather, becauſe I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, 
have a deſire to ſtay with my friends; elſe, fir, I did not 
care, for mine own part, ſo much. 

Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. | 

Mould. And good maſter corporal captain, for my old 
dame's ſake, ſtand my friend: ſhe has nobody to do any 
thing about her, when I am gone; and ſhe is old, and 
cannot help herſelf : you ſhall have forty, fir, 

Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. 

Feeble. I care not; — a man can die but once;—we owe 
God a death ;—1]'1I ne'er bear a baſe mind :—an't be my 
deſtiny, ſo; an't be not, ſo: No man's too good to ſerve .Y 
his prince : and, let it go which way it will, he that dies 
this year, is quit for the next. 

Bard, Well faid; thou'rt a good fellow. 

Feeble. Faith, I'll bear no baſe mind. 

Re-enter Falflaff and Fuſtices. 

Fal. Come, fir, which men ſhall I have? 

Sbal. Four of which you pleaſe. | 
Bard. Sir, a word with you: —I have three pound to 
tree Mouldy and Bull-calf, 

Fal. Go to; well, 


G Shad. 
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Shal. Come, fir John, which four will you have? 

Fal. Do you chooſe for me. 

Shal. Marry then, —Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, and 
Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy, and Bull-calf: For you Mouldy, ftay 
at home, ſtill ; you are paſt ſervice :—and, for your part, 
Buſl-calf,—grow *till you come unto it; I will none of 

ou. 

S$hal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yourſelf wrong; they 
are your likelieſt men, and I would have you ſerv'd with 
the beſt. 

Fal. Will you tel} me, maſter Shallow, how to chooſe 
a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the ftature, bulk 
and big aſſemblance of a man? give me the ſpirit, maſter 
Shallow. —Here's Wart; you fee what a ragged appear- 
ance it is: he ſhall charge you, and diſcharge you, with 
the motion of a pewterer's hammer; come oft, and on, 
ſwifter than he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. And 
this ſame half-fac'd fellow, Shadow,—give me this man; 
be preſents no mark to the enemy; the foeman may with 
as great aim level at the edge of a pen-knife: And, for a re- 
treat, how ſwiftly will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, 
run off? O, give me the ſpare men, and ſpare me the 
great ones, — Put me a caliver into Wart's hand, Bar- 
dolph. | 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverſe ; thus, thus, thus. 


Fal. Come, manage me your caliver. So ;—very well. 
go to very good :—exceeding good. ——O, give me always 4 
little lan, old, chapp'd, bald ſbot.— Well ſaid, Wart; thou'rt 
4 good ſcab : hold, there's a teſter for thee. 


Shal. He is not his craft's-maſter, he doth not do it 
right. I remember, at Mile-end green, (when J lay at Cle- 
ment's-inn, I was then Sir Dagonet in Arthur's ſhow) there 
was a little quiver fellow, and 'a would manage you his 
piece thus: and 'a would about, and about, and come you 
in, and come you in: rab, tab, tab, would 'a fay ; brunce, 
would 'a ſay; and away again would 'a go, and again 
would 'a come ;—1I ſhall never ſee ſuch a fellow. 

Fal. Theſe fellows will do well, maſter Shallow. - God 
keep you, maſter Silence; I will not uſe many words with 
you :—Fare you well, gentlemen both: I thank you: I 
muſt a dozen miles to-night, —- Bardolph, give the ſoldiers 
coats. 


Shal, 
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Shal. Sir John, heaven bleſs you, and proſper your af- 
fairs, and ſend us peace] As you return, viſit my houſe; 
let our old acquaintance be renew'd ; peradventure, I will 
with you to the court. 
Fal. I would you would, maſter Shallow. 
Shal. Go to; I have ſpoke, at a word. Fare you well. 
[ Exeunt Shallow and Silence. 
Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. —On, Bardolph ; 
lead the men away.—{ Exeunt Bardolph, Recruits, &c.— 
As I return, I will fetch off theſe juſtices: I do ſee the 
bottom of juſtice Shallow. Lord, lord, how ſubject we 
old men are to this vice of lying! This ſame ſtarv'd juſtice 
hath done nothing but prate to me of the wildneſs of his 
youth, and the feats he hath done about T urnbull-ſtreet ; 
and every third word a lie, duer paid to the hearer than the 
Turk's tribute. I do remember him at Clement's-inn, 
like a man made after ſupper of a cheeſe-paring : when he 
was naked, he was, for all the world, like a fork'd 
radiſh; with a head fantaſtically carv'd upon it with a 
knife : he was ſo forlorn, that his dimenſions to any thick 
fight were inviſible : he was the very Genius of famine ; 
yet lecherous as a monkey, and the whores call'd him— 
mandrake : he came ever in the rearward of the faſhion 
and ſung thoſe tunes to the over-ſcutch'd huſwives, that he 
heard the carmen whiſtle ; and ſware they were his fancies, 
or his good-nights. And now is this vice's dagger become 
a ſquire; and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt, as if he 
had been ſworn brother to him: and VII be ſworn he never 
ſaw him but once in the Tilt- yard; and then he burſt his 
head, for crouding among the marſhal's men. I ſaw it; 
and told John of Gaunt, he beat his own name : for yau 
might have truſs'd him, and all his apparel, into an eel- 
ſkin ; the caſe of a treble hautboy was a manſion for him, 
a court: and now hath he land and beeves. Well; I will 
be acquainted with him, if I return; and it ſhall go hard, 
but 1 will make him a philoſopher's two ſtones to me: If 
the young dace be a bait for the old pike, I ſee no reaſon, 
in the law of nature, but I may ſnap at him, Let time 
thape, and there an end. | [ Exeunt, 
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No. XXII. 
FIRST PART OF 
IN U HH EN KY Vis 
ACT I. SCENE w. | 


London. The Temple Garden. 


Earls of Somerſet, Suffolk, and Warwick, Richard 
Plantagenet, Vernon, and another Lawyer. 


Painted by Mr. J. BoyDELL. 
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Plant. Great lords, and gentlemen, what means this 
ſilence ? | 


Dare no man anſwer in a caſe of truth? 

Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud; 
The garden here is more convenient, 

Plant. Then ſay at once, if I maintain'd the truth; 
Or elſe, was wrangling Somerlet in the error ? 

Suf. Faith, I have been a Canes in the law; 

I never yet could frame my will to it; 
And, therefore, frame the law unto my will. 

Som. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then between 

us. 

War. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two girls, which hath the merrieſt eye, 

I have, perhaps, ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgement ; 
But in theſe nice ſharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith, I am no wiſer than a daw. 

Plant. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 

The truth appears ſo naked on my fide, 
T hat any purblind eye may find it out, 

dom. And on my fide it is ſo well apparell'd, 
So clear, fo ſhinivg, and ſo evident, 

That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye, 


5 Plant. 
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Plant. Since you are tongue ty' d, and fo lith to ſpeak, 
In dumb fig nificants proclaim ycur thoughts: 
Let him, that is a true born gentleman, 
And flands upon the honour of his birth, 
If he ſuppeſe that I have pleaded truto, - 
From off this briar pluck a white roje with me. 
dom. Let him that is no coward nor ns flatterer, 
But dare muintain the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red roſe from off this thorn with me. 


War. I love no colours; and, without all colour 
Of baſe inſinuating flattery, 
I pluck this white roſe, with Plantagenet, 
Suf, I pluck this red roſe, with young Somerſet ; 
And ſay withal, I think he held the right. 
Ver. Stay, lords, and gentlemen, and pluck no more; 
Till you conclude—that he upon whoſe ſide 
The feweſt roſes are crop'd from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 
Som. Good maſter Vernon, it is well objeed 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 
Plant. And I. | 
Ver. Then for the truth and plainneſs of the caſe, 
I pluck this pale and maiden bloſſom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white roſe ſide. 
Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 
Leſt, bleeding, you do paint the white roſe red, 
And fall on my ſide fo againſt your will, 
Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be ſurgeon to my hurt, 
And keep me on the fide where ſtill I am. 
Som. Well, well, come on: Who elſe ? 
Lawyer, Unleſs my ſtudy and my books be falſe, 
The argument you held, was wrong in you; [To Somer/et. 
In ſign 5 I pluck a white roſe too. 
Plant. Now, Somerſet, where is your argument? 
Som. Here, in my ſcabbard ; meditating that 
$hall die your white roſe to a bloody red. 
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SECOND PART OF 
= IN ALNK Y VI. 


ACT III. SCENE III. 


Cardinal Beaufort's bed. chamber. 
King Henry, Saliſbury, and Warwick. 


Painted by Sir JosHUA REYNOLDS, 


K. Henry. How fares my lord ? ſpeak, Beaufort, to thy 
| ſovereign, 
Car. If thou be'ſt death, I'll give thee England's trea- 
ſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another iſland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
X. Henry. Ah, what a ſign it is of evil life, 
When death's approach is ſeen ſo terrible 
War. Beaufort, it is thy ſovereign ſpeaks to thee, 
Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
Dy'd he not in his bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no? — 
O!] torture me no more, I will confeſs. 
Alive again? then ſhew me where he is 
I'll give a thouſand pound to look upon him.— 
He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them. — 
Comb down his hair; look ! look ! it ſtands upright, 
Like lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoul !— 
Give me ſome drink; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong poiſon that I bought of him. 
K. Henry. O thou eternal mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch | 
O, beat away the buſy meddling fend, 
That lays ſtrong ſiege unto this wretch's ſoul, 
And from his boſom purge this black deſpair ! 


War, 
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War. See, how the pangs of death do make him grin. 

Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 

K. Henry. Peace to his frul, if God's good pleaſure be! 
Lord Cardinal, if. thou thinkft on heaven's bliſs, 

Hold up thy hand, make ſignal of thy hope. — 

He dies, and make's no fign :—O Ged forgive him ! 


Mar. So bad a death argues a monſtrous life. 

K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are ſinners all,—— 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the curtain cloſe; 

And let us all to meditation. [Exeunt. 
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THIRD PART OF 


EFITNHG HENRY VI 
ACT VF d VIE 


The Palace in London. 


King Edward, the Queen, with the young Prince, 
Clarence, Gloſter, and Haſtings. 


Painted by Mr. NoRrTHCOTE, R. A. 


R. Edw. Once more we fit in England's royal throne, 

Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foemen, like to autumn's corn, 

Have we mow'd down, in top of all their pride ! 

Three dukes of Somerſet, threefold renown'd 

For hardy and undoubted champions: 

Two Cliffards, as the father and the ſon, 

And two Northumberlands ; two braver men 

Ne'er ſpurr'd their courſers at the trumpet's ſound : 

With them, the two brave bears Warwick, and Monta- 
8 

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 

And made the foreſt tremble when they roar'd, 

Thus have we ſwept ſuſpicion from our ſeat, 

And made our footſtool of ſecurity, 

Come 
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Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my boy —— 
1 the child. 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myſelf, 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night; 
Went all a foot in ſummer's Pr heat, 
T hat thou might ſt repoſſeſs the crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou ſhalt reap the gain. 
Glo. Pl! blaft his harveſt, if your dead were lay d; 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world, 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd fo thick, to heave; 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my back 
Work thou the way, —and thou ſhalt execute, [ Aſide, 


K. Edw. Clarence and Gloſter, love ny oy queen; 
And kiſs your princely nephew, brothers both 
Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majeſty, 
I ſeal upon the lips of this ſweet babe. 
Queen. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 
thanks. 
Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence thou ſprang'ſt, 
Witneſs the loving kiſs I give the fruit :;— 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs'd his maſter ; Ala 
And cry'd—all hai! ! when as he meant—all 3 Ne. 
K. Edw. Now am I ſeated as my ſoul delights, 
Having my coupey's peace, and brothers* loves. 
Ciar. What will your grace have done with Margaret? 
Reignier, her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils, and Jeruſalem, 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſom. 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France, 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
With ſtately triumphs, mirthful comic ſhows, 
Such as befit the pleaſures of the court ? 
Sound drums and trumpets !—farewell, ſour annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our laſting joy. [Exeunt omnes. 
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KING RICHARD III. 


ACT: WE SCENE I. 


London, 


Prince of Wales, Duke of York his brother, Dukes of 
Gloſter and Buckingham, Cardinal Bourchier, Lord 
Haſtings, Lord- Mayor and his train. | 


Painted by Mr. NoRTHCOTE, R. A. 
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Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of 
Vork. 


Prince. Richard of York! how fares our loving brother? 
York. Well, my dread lord; fo I muſt call you now. 
Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is yours : 

Too late he died, that might have kept that title, 

It hich by his death hath laſt much majeſty. 
Glo. Haw fares our couſin, noble lord of York ? 


York, I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
You ſaid that idle weeds are faſt in growth: 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Clo, He hath, my lord. 

Yori, And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. O, my fair couſin, I muſt not ſay fo. 

York. Then is he more beholden to you, than J. 

Gl. He may command me, as my ſovereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinſman. 

Vork. I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger little couſin ? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will give; 
And being bur a toy, no gift to give. 

Glo, A greater gift than that {*ll give my couſin. 

York, A greater gift! O!] that's the ſword to it. 
Ub, Ay, gentle couſin, were it light enough. 

Tere, O then, I fee, you'll part but with Tight giſts, , 

H n 
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In weightier things you'll ſay a beggar, nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 
York, IJ weigh it lightly, were it heavier, 
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ? 
York, I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 
Glo. How ? 
York, Little. 
Prince. My lord of York will {till be croſs in talk; — 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me: 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 
Becauſe that I am little, like an ape, 
He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulder, 
Buck. With what a ſharp-provided wit he reaſons ? 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf : 
So cunning, and ſo young, is wonderful. 
Glo, My lord, will't pleaſe you paſs along ? 
Myſelf, and my good couſin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord? 
Prince. My lord protector needs will have it ſo, 
York, I ſhall not ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo, Why, what ſhould you fear ? 
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence” angry ghoſt ; 
My grandam told me, he was murder'd there, 
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, J hope. 
Prizce, An if they live, I hope, I need not fear, 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
I hinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 


No. XXVI. 


THE fame ſcene painted by Mr. Nor THCoTE, of a 
ſmaller fize, before this work was begun, and not intended 
to appear in it. 


No. XXVII. 
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No. XXVII. 


KING RICHARD I. 


ACTI. SCENE: II. 
The Royal Children, Dighton and Forreſt, the Murderers. 


Painted by Mr. NoRTHCOTE, R. A. 
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Br. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The moſt arch deed of piteous maſſacre, 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forreſt, whom 1 did ſuborn 
Todo this niece of ruthleſs butchery, 
Albeii they were fleſh*d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 
Wept like two child en, in their deaths' fad ſtory. 


O thus, quoih Dighton. /ay the gentle babes. — 
Thus. thus, quoth For:elt, girdling one another 
Mithin their alabaſter innocent arms: 

Their lips were four red rs on a Jlalk, 

Mich, in their ſummer beauty, kiſs'd each other. 

A book of prayers on their pillow lay. 

ich once, quoth Forreſt, almaſt chang'd my mind : 
Hut, O, the devil—there the villain ſtopp'd ; 
enen Dighton thus told on,—we ſmothered 

Tre wia repleniſhad ſiueet work of nature, 

Tat, from the prime creation, e'er ſhe fram'd.— 
Heace both are gone with conſcience and remorſe, 


They could not ſpeak ; and ſo left them both, 
To bear theſe tidings to the bloody king. 


N. B. This picture was painted before the preſent work was 
undertaken; but has been deemed by the beſt judges highly 
deſerring of a place in it. 


H 2 No. XXVIII. 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Titus*s houſe. 


Titus Andronicus, Marcus Andronicus, and young Lucius, 
purſued by Lavinia, 


Painted by Mr. K1ax. 
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Boy. Help, grandſire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why ;— 
Good uncle Marcus, fee how ſwift ſhe comes |! 
Alas, ſweet aunt, I know nat what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt. 


Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by the ſe ſigns ? 
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius :—Somewhat doth ſhe mean; 
See, Lucius, fee, how much ſhe makes of thee ; 
Somewhither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and T ully's oratory. 
Canſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My lord, I know not, |, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit of phrenzy do poſſeſs her: 
For I have heard my grandfire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow: That made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth: 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly; 
Cauſeleſs, perhaps: But pardon me, ſweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
T will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
Mar. Lucius, I will. | 
Tis, 
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Tit, How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
Some book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee :— 
Which is it, girl, of theſe? Open them, boy... 
But thou art deeper read, and better ſkill'd; 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy forrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed ——» 
Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus ? | 
Mar. I think, ſhe means, that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact; Ay, more there was. 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them for revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what book is it that ſhe toſleth ſo? 
Bey. Grandfire, *tis Ovid's Metamorphoſis, 
My mother gave it me, 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
Tit. Soft! ſoft! how buſily ſhe turns the leaves ! 
Help her: What would ſhe End ? Lavinia ſhall I read? 
This 1s the tragic tale of Philomel, 
And treats of I ereus' treaſon, and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 
Mar. See, brother ſee ; note, how ſhe quotes the leaves, 
Tit, Lavinia, wer't thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet girl, 
Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods ?— 
See, ſee! | 
Ay, ſuch a place there is, where we did huat, 
O, had we neuer, never, hunted there!) 
attern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 
Mar. O, why ſhould nature build ſo fou] a den, 
Unleſs the gods delight in tragedies ! 


No. XXIX. 
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No. XXIX. 


K+ N HM A: Me 
Acer L SCENE 1. 


Lear's Palace. 


Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, 
King of France, Kent, Attendants, &c. 


Painted by Mr. Fusz:i1, R. A. 


Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom; 
No leſs in fpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that confirm'd on Goneril. Now, our joy, 
Although the laſt, not leaft ; to whoſe young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſs'd; what can you ſay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters ? Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 
Lear. Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing. 
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: ſpeak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your majeſty 
According tomy bond; nor more, nor leſs. 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your ſpeech a little, 
Left it may mar your fortunes, 
C:r. Good my lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me: I 
Return thoſe duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love you, and moit honour you, 
Why have my filters huſbands, if they ſay, 
'T hey love you, all? Haply, when 1 ſhall wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand mult take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty; 
Sure, I thall never marry like my ſiſters, 
To love my father all. 
Lear. But, goes thy heart with this? 


5 Cor. 
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Cor. Ay, my good lord. 


Lear. So young and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 


Lear. Let it be fp, —Thy truth then be thy dower : 


Fer, by the ſacred radiance of the ſun ; 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom toe do exiſt, and ceaſe to be; 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinguity and property of blood, 
And as a flranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge his appetite, ſhall .to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitted, and reliev'd, 
As thou, my ſometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
J lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſi 
On her kind nurſery.— Hence, and avoid my fight ! 

| [lo Cordelia. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her /—Call France: Who ſtirs ? 


Call Burgundy. Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my two daughters' dowers digeſt this third: 

Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 

I dv inveſt you jointly with my power, 

Preheminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majeſty. Ourſelf, by monthly courſe, 

With reſervation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we ſhall retain 

The name, and all the addition to a king; 

The ſway, revenue, execution of the reſt, 

Beloved ſons, be your's : which to conrfim, 

This coronet part between you. Giving the Crown, 
Kent, Royal Lear, | 

Whom | have ever honour'd as my king, 

Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 

As my great patron thought on in my prayers, 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the ſhaft, 
Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 


The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerl 
When Lear is mad. 4 


No, XXX. 
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No. XXX. 


II L E A N 


ASTM SCENE. IV. 


Part of a Heath with a bovel. 


Lear, Kent, Fool; Edgar diſguiſed as a madman, and 
Gloſter, with a torch. 


Painted by Mr. WESsr, R. A. 
Hiſtorical Painter to his Majeſty. 
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Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enter: 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm fill, 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here, 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent, I'd rather break mine own : Good my lord enter. 

Lear. Thou think'ſt *tis much, that this contentious 

ſtorm 
Invades us to the ſkin: ſo 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malad is fix'd, 
The lefler is ſcarce felt. Ihou'dſt ſhun a bear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging ſea, ; 
Thou'dſt meet the bear i' the mouth. When the mind's 
free, | 
The body's delicate: the tempeſt in my mind 
Voth from my ſenſes take all feeling elle, 
Save what beats there. -Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth ſhould tear this hand, 
For lifting food to't ?—ButT will puniſh home :— 
No, I will weep no more, In ſuch a night 
To ſhut me out Pour on; I will endure; —— 
In ſuch a night as this! O Regan, Goneri!l! 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave you all. 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; 
No more of that. 


Kent 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 57 
Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf ; ſeek thine own eaſe z 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more.—But I'll go in :— 
In, boy; go firſt.— [ To the Fosl.] You houſeleſs poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'Il ſleep — i 
| [ Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiJeſs ſtorm, 
How (hall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your oop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſcaſons fuch as theſe? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! Fake phyſic, pomp; 
Expoſe thyſelf to fee] what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'it ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heavens more juſt. 
Ede. [within.] Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor 


Tom! 
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle; here's a ſpirit. 
Help me, help me! [The fool runs out from the hovel, 


Rent. Give me thy hand, —W ho's there ? 

Foal. A ſpirit, a ſpirit z he ſay's his name's poor Tom. 
. Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble there i” the firaw ? 
Come forth, 

FR Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me 
Through the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.— 
Humph! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 
| Lear. Haſt thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Eag. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the 
foul fiend hath Ted through fire and through flame, through 

y ford and whirlpool, over bog and quagmire; that hath laid 

knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; ſet ratſ- 
bane by his porridge ; made him prodd of heart, to ride on 
a bay trotting-horſe over four inch'd bridges, to courſe his 
own ſhadow for a traitor: —Bleſs thy Bo wits! Tom's 
a-cold.—0, do de, do de, do de. Bleſs thee from whirl- 
winds, ſtar-blaſting, and taking! Do poor Tom ſome 
charity, whom the foul fiend vexes :— There could I have 
him now,—and there, —and there, —and there again, and 


there. [Storm /lill. 
pe Lear. hat have his daughters brought him to this 
paſs? 
Could'ſt thou ſave nothing? Didſt thou give them all ? | 
wh I DIY F. col. : 
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Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a blanket, elſe we had been alf 
ſhamed. | 
Lear, Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 

Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, fir. 
Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have ſubdu'd na- 
ture 
To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. — 
Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh? * 
Judicious puniſhment ! *twas this fleſh begot 
Thoſe pelican daughters. 
Edo. Pillicock ſat on pillicock hill; — 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 
Tool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and mad- 


men. 


Eag. Take heed o' the foul fiend: Obey thy parents; 
keep thy word juſtly; ſwear not; commit not with man's 
{worn ſpouſe; ſet not thy ſweet heart on proud array :— 
Jom's a-cold, | 

Lear. What haſt thou been? 

Edg. A ſerving-man, proud in heart and mind; that 
curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the luſt of 
my miſtteſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs with her: 
ſv-ore as many oaths as I ſpake words, and brok: them in 
the ſweet face of heaven: one, that ſlept in the contriving 
of luſt, and wak'd to doit: Wine lov'd I deeply; dice 
dearly; and in woman, out-paramour'd the Turk: Falſe 
of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand; Hog in ſloth, fox 
in ſtealth, wolf in greedineſs, dog in madneſs, lion in prey. 
Let not the creaking of ſhoes, nor the ruſtling of ſilks, be- 
tray thy poor heart to woman: Keep thy foot out of bro- 
thels, thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from lendefs' 
books, and defy the foul fiend.— Still through the haw- 
thorn blovs the cold wind: Says ſuum, mun, ha no non- 
ny, dolphin my boy, my boy, Seſſy; let him tret by. 

[ Storm fill. 
Lear. Ny, thou were bitter in thy grave, than to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the ſkie.s—lIs man no 
more than this! Conſider him well : Thou oweſt the worm no 
falk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no wool, the cat no perfume :— 
Hal here's three of us are ſephiſticated ! Thou art the 
thirg itſelf : unaccommodated man is no more but ſuch a foor, 
bare, forked animal as than art, Off, off, you lendings :— 
Come unbutton here,— | Tearing off his clothes. 


Fool. 
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Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a naughty 
night to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild held, were 
like an old lecher's heart; a ſmall ſpark, and all the reſt 
of his body cold. Look, here comes a walking fire. 

Ede. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the firſt cock; he gives the web 
and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hare-lip; 
mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature of 
earth. 


Saint Withold footed thrice the oles; 

He met the night-mare, and her nine foles ; 
Bid her alight, | 
And her troth plight, 

And, Aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee ! 


Kent. How fares your grace? 
Enter Gloſter. 


Lear. What's he ? 

Kent. Who's there? what is't you ſeek ? 

Gl, What are you there? Your names? 

Eqdg. Poor Tom; that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and water-newt ; that, 
in the fury of his heatt, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for ſallets; ſwallows the old rat, and the ditch- 
dog; drinks the green mantle of the ſtanding pool; who 
is whipt from tything to tything, and ſtock'd, puniſh'd, 
and impriſon'd; who hath had three ſuits to his back, fix 
ſhirts to his body, horſe to ride, and weapon to wear, — 


But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer, 
Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year. 


Beware my follower :—Peace, Smolkin ; peace thou fiend ! 
Glo, What, hath your grace no better company ? 
Eag. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman ; 

Modo he's call'd, and Mahu, 

Glo. Our fleſh and blood, my lord, is grown ſo vile, 

That it doth hate what gets it. ; | 
Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 

To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 

Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you 

Yet have I ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 


And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 
4.2 No, XXXI. 
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ATTY STRNK A. 
A Camp, near Dover. 


Lear with Cordelia dead; Edgar, Albany, and Kent, 
Regan, Goneril, and Edmund, dead. 


Painted by Mr. BARRVY, R. A. 
Profeſſor of Painting to the Royal Academy. 
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Enter a Gentleman haflily, with a bloody knife, 
Gent. Help! help! O help! 
Edo. What kind of help ? 
ws Speak, man. 
Edg. What means this bloody knife ? 
Gent. Tis hot, it ſmoaks, 
It came even from the heart oO] ſhe's dead ! 

Alb, Who, man? ſpeak. 
Gent. Your lady, fir, your lady: and her ſiſter 

| By her is poiſoned ; ſhe hath conteſs'd it. 
Eam. I was contracted to them both; all three 

' Now marry in an inſtant, 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead !— 
[ Goneril and Regan's bodies brought outs 


This judgement of the heavens, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity, — | 
Eds. Here comes Kent, fir, | 
Alb. O!] is this he? The time will not allow 
The compliment which very manners urge. 
Kent. I am come 
To bid my king and maſter aye good night; 
Is he not here? 


Ab. Great thing of us forgot. ; 
Speak, 2 where's the king? and where's Cot- 
C112 { 


See'lt 


Fe 
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See'ſt thou this object, Kent? 
Kent. Alack, why thus? 
Edm. Vet Edmund was belov'd: 
The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after flew herſelf. 
Alb, Even ſo.—Cover their faces. 
Eqdm. I pant for life: - Some good I mean to do, 
Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend, — 
Be brief in it,—to the caſtle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia ;— 
Nay ſend in time, 
Alb. Run, run, O, run—— 
Ede. To whom, my lord? - Who has the office? ſend 
Thy token of reprieve. 
Edm. Well thought on; take my ſword, 
Give it the captain. | 
Ede. Haſte thee, for thy life. [ Exit Meſſenger, 
Edm. He hath commiſſion from thy wife, and me, 


| To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 


To lay the blame upon her own deſpair, 
That ſhe fordid herſelf. 


Aib, The gods defend her | Bear him hence awhile. 
[Edmund is borne off. 
Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms, 


Lear, Howl, howl, heul, howl —0, you are men of 
ones; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd uſe them ſa 
That heaven's vault ſhould crack :—O, ſhe is gone far euer 


I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She's dead as earth :—Lend me a looking-glaſs ; 
It that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
Why, then ſhe lives. | 
Kent. Is this the promis'd end? 
Eag. Or image of that horror? 
Alb, Fall, and ceaſe ! 
Lear. This feather ſtirs ; ſhe lives! if it be ſo, 
It is a chance that does redeem all forrows 
ba wm I have felt. 
ent. O my good maſter ! Kneeling, 
Lear. Pres away. [ ia. 
Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 
Lear, A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
| might have ſay'd her; now ſhe's gone for ever !— 


Cordelia, 
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Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little, Ha! 
What is't thou ſay'{t ?—Her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low; an excellent thing in woman ;— 
1 kjll'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee, 

Gent. Tis true, my lord, he did, 

Lear. Did I not fellow ? 
I have ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
J would have made them ſkip : I am old now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
Mine eyes are none o' the beſt: —[']! tell you ſtraight, 
Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, 

One of them we behold. 
Lear. This is a dull ſight: Are you nat Kent? 
Kent. The ſame; your ſervant Kent: 
Where is your ſervant Caius ? 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that; 
He'll firike, and quickly too: He's dead and rotten, 
Kent. No, my good lord; I am the very man; 

Lear. I'll ſee that ſtraight. 

Kent. That, from your firſt of difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your ſad ſteps. 

Lear, You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man elſe; all's cheerleſs, dark, and 

deadly.— 

Vour eldeſt daughters have fore-doom'd themſelves, 
And deſperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, ſo I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he ſays; and yain it is 
That we preſent us to him. 

Eag. Very bootleſs, 


—4 
* * 
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No. XXXII. 


ROMEO AND [ULIET. 


A l 
A Hall in Capulet's houſe. 


Romeo, Juliet, Nurſe, Capulet, Sc. with the Gueſts 
and the Maſters. 


Painted by Mr. MILLER. 


1 Cap. Welcome gentlemen! ladies, that have their 
{2et 

Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you :— 
Ah ha, my miſtreſſes! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance ? ſhe that makes dainty, ſhe, 
I'll ſwear, hath corns; Am I come near you now? 
You are welcome, gentlemen |! I have ſeen the day, 
That I have worn a viſor; and could tell | 
A whiſpering tale in a fair lady's car, 
Such as would pleaſe ;—*tis gone, *tis gone, *tis gone. 
You are welcome, gentlemen. Come muſicians, play. 
A hall! a hall! give room, and foot it, girls. 


[ Muſick plays, and dance. 


More light ye knaves; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.— 
Ah, firrah, this unlook*d-for ſport comes well. 
Nay fit, nay fit, good couſin Capulet ; 
For you and I are paſt our dancing days. 
How long is't now, fince laſt yourſelf and I 
Were in a maſk; | 
2 Cap By*r lady, thirty years. | 
1 Cap. What, man |! 'tis not ſo much, 'tis not ſo much: 
"Tis ſince the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 
dome five-and-twenty years; and then we maſk'd. 
2 Cap. Tis more, tis more: his ſon is elder, fir; 
His ſon is thirty, 
1 Cap. Will you tell me that? 
His ſon was but a ward two years ago. 


6 Rem, 


9 
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Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Serv. I know not, fir. 

Rom. O, ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 
75 beanty hangs upon the cheek of night 5 

ike arich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear 
So ſhows a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows. | 
The meaſure done, I'll watch her place of ſtand, 
And, touching her's, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forſwear it, fight ! 
For I ne'er ſaw true beauty till this night. 

Tyb. This, by his voice, ſhould be a Montague ;—- 
Fetch me my rapier, boy :—W hat |! dares the ſlave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antick face, 
+ To fleer and ſcorn at our folemnity ? 
Now, by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

x Cap. * how now, Kinſman ? wherefore ſcorn you 

0 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our ſolemnity this night, 

1 Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb. *Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz ; let him alone; 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to ſay truth, Verona brags of him 
To be a virtuous and well govern'd youth : 
I would not, for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my houſe, do him diſparagement : ; 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him; 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpect, 
Shew a fair preſence, and put off theſe frowns, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 

Tyb. It fits, when ſuch a villain is a gueſt ; 
I'll not endure him. 

1 Cap. He ſhall be endur'd; 
What, goodman boy II ſay, he ſhall;—Go to 
Am I the maſter here, or you? go to. 
You'll not endure him !—God ſhall mend my ſoul 
You'll make a mutiny among my gueſts ! 
You will ſet cock-a hoop ! you'll be the man | 


Tyb. 
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T;b. Why, uncle, tis a ſhame. 
1 Cap. Go to, go to, 
You are a ſaucy bay :—I&t fo indeed: 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you ;—I know what, 
You muſt contrary me] marry, *tis time 
Well ſaid, my hearts: — Vou are a princox; go: 
Be quiet, or More light, more light, for ſhame ! 
I' make you quiet; What !—Cheerly my hearts. 
75. Patience perforce, with wilful choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
] will withdraw: but this intruſion ſhall, 
Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall, [ Exit, 


Rom. 4 I prophane with my unworthy hand | To Juliet, 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fine is this 

My lips, two bluſhing pilgrims, ready /land 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 


Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this; 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiſs. 
Rom, Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too ? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Rom. O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do; 
They pray, grant thou, left faith turn to deſpair, 
* Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' ſake, 
om. Then move.not, while my prayer's effect I take, 
Thus from. my lips, by yours, my fin is purg'd. ¶ King her, 
1 Then have my lips the fan that they have took. 
om. Sin from my lips? O treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd ! 
Give me my fin again. 
Ju You kiſs by the book. 
urſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you, 
Rom. What is her mother ? 
Nurſe. Marry, bachelor, 
Her mother is the lady of the houſe, | 
And a good lady, and a wiſe, and virtuous : 
I'nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you—he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom, Is ſhe a Capulet ? 
O dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben. Away, begone ; the ſport is at the beſt, 
Rom. Ay, ſol fear; the more is my unreſt. 
1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 
We have a trifling fooliſh _—_— towards. 


Is 
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Is it e'en ſo? Why, then I thank you all; 

I thank you, honeſt gentlemen ; good night : 
More torches here! - Come on then, let's to bed. 
Ah, ſirrah, by my fay, it waxes late; 


J'll to my reſt, [ Exeunt, 


— I — 
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ROMEO AND JULIET, 
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Juliet on her bed. I 

Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris, Friar, Nurſe, . . 
Muficians, Ec. ] 

4 

Painted by Mr. Opik. R. A. ; 
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La. Cap. What noiſe is here ? ; 

Nurſe. O lamentable day ( 

La. Cap. What's the matter? 

Nurſe. Look, look ! O heavy day! \ 
La. Cap. O me! O me!—my child, my only life ! 4 F 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee |— ( 
Help, help !—call help. 

Enter Capulet, L 

Cap. For ſhame, bring Juliet forth; her lord is come. 1 

Nurſe. She's dead, deceas'd ; ſhe's dead, alack the day ! C 

La. Cap. Alack the day | ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead, e's L 

dead. | | 7 A 
Cap. Ha! let me ſee her :—Out, alas ! ſhe's cold; 
Her blood is ſettled, and her joints are ſtiff; 1 
Life and theſe lips have long been ſeparated: E 
Death lies on her, like an untimely froſt A 
Upon the ſweeteſt lower of all the field. 7 
Accurſed time!] unfortunate old man B 

Nurſe. O lamentable day! 7 

La, Cap. O woeful time! F. 
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Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me ſpeak. 


Enter Friar Laurence, and Paris, with Muſicians. 


Fri, Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return: 
O ſon, the night before thy wedding-day | 
Hath death lain with thy bride :—See, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, deflowered now by him. 
Death is my ſon-in- law, death is my heir; 
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 
And leave him all; life leaving, all is death's. 

Par. Have | thought long to ſee this morning's face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a ſight as this? 

La. Cap. Accurs'd unhappy, wretched, hateful day! 
Moſt miſerable hour, that time e'er ſaw 
In laiting labour of his pilgrimage |! 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my fight. 

Nurſe. O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day! 
Moſt lamentable day ! moſt woeful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold | 
O day! O day! O day! O hateful day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black a day as this : 
O woeful day, O woeful day! 

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, ſpighted, {lain | 
Moſt deteſtable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown | 
O love! O life !—not life, but love in death! 

Cap. Deſpis'd, diſtreſſed, hated; martyr'd, kill'd |! — 
Uncomfortable time ] why cam'ſt thou now 
To murder, murder our ſolemnity? — 
O child ! O child !—my ſoul, and not my child! 
Dead art thou !—alack | my child is dead; 
And, with my child, my joys are buried! 


Fri. Peace, ho, for ſhame ! cinfufion's cure lives not 
In theſe confuſions. Heaven and yourſelf 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
leur part in her you could not keep from death ; 
Bue heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The moſt you ſought was her promotion; 
For *twas your heaven ſhe ſhould be advanc d: 
And weep ye now ſeeing ſhe it _—_ 
2 


Above 
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Above the clouds, as high as heaven itſelf 2 

O, in this love, you love your child ſo ill, 

T hat you run mad, ſeeing that ſbe is well : 
She's not well marry'd, that lives marry'd long; 
But jhe's beſt marry'd, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and flick your roſemary 

On this fair corſe and as the ve 1s, 

In all her beſt array bear her to church: 

For though fend nature bids us all lament, 

Yet nature's tears are reaſan's merriment. 


Cap. All things, that we ordained feſtival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our inſtruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a ſad burial feaſt, 
Our ſolemn hymns to ſullen dirges change; 
Our bridal flowers ſerve for a bury'd corſe, 
And all things change them to the contrary, 
Fri. Sit, go you in, —and, madam, go with him. 
And go, fir Patte every one prepare 
To follow this fair corſe unto her grave: 
The heavens do low'r upon you for ſome ill; 
Move them no more, by crolling their high will. 


— 4 — — — 


No. XXXIV. 
I A M L E T, 
PRINCE OF DENMARK. 
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The Platform before the Palace at Elfineur. 
Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus, and the Gheſt, 


Painted by Mr. FusEL1, R. A. 
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Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold. 


Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 
Ham. What hour now? 


Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 


Man. 


2 
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69 
Mar. No, it is ſtruck 
Hor. Indeed? I heard it not: it then draws near the 
ſeaſon 
Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 


{ Noiſe of muſick within. 
What doth this mean, my lord? 


Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouſe, 
Keeps waſlel, and the ſwaggering up-ſpring reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh down, 
The ketile-drum, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. ls it a cuſtom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is't 
But to my mind,—though I am native here, 

And to the manner born,—it is a cuſtom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance, 
This heavy-headed revel, eaſt and weſt 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations : 
They clepe us drunkards, and with ſwiniſh phraſe 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our atchievements, though perform'd at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute, 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot chooſe his origin) 
By the o'ergrowth of ſome complexion, 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reaſon ; 
Or, by ſome habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plauſive manners ;—that theſe men,— 
Carrying, I ſay, the ſtamp of one defect; 

eing nature's livery, or fortune's ſtar, — 
Their virtues elſe (be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may undergo) 
Shall, in the general cenſure, take corruption 
From that particular fault: The dram of baſe 

Doth all the noble ſubſtance of worth out, 
To his own ſcandal. 

Enter Ghoſt. 

Her. Look, my lord, it comes! 

Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us !— 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 


Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 
| That 


* ” — - 
* 
ans "_ 4 as * * 1 — 
= — - —_— 4 4 
- 


70 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 


That I will ſpeak to thee : I'll call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: O, anſwer me! 
Let me not burſt in ignorance | but tell, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearſed in death, 
Have burſt their cearments ? why the ſepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
Jo caſt thee up again? What may this mean, — 
That thou, dead corſe, again, in complete ſteel, 
Reviſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, | 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls? 
Say, why is this? wherefore ? what ſhould we do? 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. 
Ham. It will not ſpeak ; then I will follow it. 


Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear ? 
I do not ſet my life at a pin's fee; 
And, for my ſoul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itſelf ? 
It waves me forth again I'll follow it, 


Hor. What, if it tempt you towards the flood, my lord? 


Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff; 
That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea ? 
And there aſſume ſome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your ſoverignty of reaſon, 
And draw you into madneſs? think of it; 
The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks ſo many fathoms to the (ea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 
Ham. It waves me {till ;— 
Go on, I'll follow thee, 

Mar. You ſhall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 

Ham, My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
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As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. 
Stili am I calld ;—unhand me gentlemen ; 


Breaking from them, 
By heaven, D'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me: — 
1 ſay, away : Cs on, PI follow thee. 
[Exeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet, 
Hr, He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let's follow; tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Hor. Have after: To what iſſue will this come? 


Mar. Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmark, 
Hr. Heaven will direct it. 


Mar. Nay, let's follow him. 


[ Exeunt. 
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Lo 


The inchanted and: before the Cell of Profpere. 


Proſpero and Miranda. 


Painted by Mr. Romney. 


CO ET. 


* 


Mira. If by your art, my deareſt father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them: 
The ſky, it ſeems, would pour down ſtinking pitch, 
But that the ſea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 
Dathes the fire out. O, I have ſuffer'd 
With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer ! a brave veſſel, 
Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her, 
Daſh'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Againſt my very heart ! Poor ſouls | they periſh'd. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have ſunk the fea within the earth, or ere 
It ſhould the good ſhip fo have ſwallow'd, and 
The freighting ſouls within her, 

Pro. Be collected ; 
No more amazement: tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 


Enter Ariel. 


Ari. All hail, great maſter! grave fir, hail! I come 


To anſwer thy belt pleaſure ; be' to fly, 
| L 


To 
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To ſwim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taſk 
Ariel, and all his quality. | 

Pro, Haſt thou, ſpirit, 
Perform'd to point the tempeſt that I bad thee ? 

Ari. To every article. 
1 boarded the king's ſhip; now on the beak, 
Now in the waiſt, the deck, in every cabin, 
I lam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide, 
And burn in many places ; on the top-maſt, 
The yards and bolt-forit, would I flame diſtinctly, 
Then meet and join: Jove's lightnings, the precurſors 
O' the dreadful thunder-clap, more momentar 
And fight out-running were not: the fire, . cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident ſhake. 

Pro, My brave ſpirit! 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reafon ? 

Ari. Not a ſoul 
But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Some tricks of deſperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the veſſel, 
Then all a-fire with me : the king's ſon, Ferdinand 
With hair up-ftaring (then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firſt man that leap'd; cried, Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that's my ſpirit ! 
But was not this nigh ſhore ? 

Ari. Cloſe by, my maſter. 


No. XXXVI. 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. | 75 
RS Eu . 
ACT 1 $SEENE u. 
The inchanted and: before the Cell of Proſpero. 
| Proſpero, Miranda, Caliban, and Ariel. 


Painted by Mr. Fuszii, R. A. 


Pro. Thou poiſonous ſlave, got by the devil himſelf, 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth |! 


Enter Caliban. 


Cal. As wicked dew, as e'er my mother bruſh'd 
With raven's feather from unwholſome fen, 
Drop on you both ! a ſouth-weſt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you all o'er ! 


Pro. For this, be ſure, to-night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side- titches that ſhall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vaſt of night that they may work, 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more ſtinging 
Than bees that made em. 
Cal. I muſt eat my dinner. 
This iſland's mine, by Sycorax my mother, | 
IV hich thou tat from me. When thou cameſt firſt, 
Thou firoa# dſt me, and mad'ſi much of me; would'/l give ms 
Vater with berries in't; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the leſs, 
That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd thee, 
And fhew'd thee all the qualities o the ifle, 
The freſh ſprings, brine-pits, barren place, and fertile ; 
Curſed be I that did ſo !— All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the ſuljects that you have, 
H ho firſt was mine own king: and here you ly me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of the i/land. 


L 2 : Pro, 
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To ſwim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taſk 
Ariel, and all his quality, | 

Pro, Haſt thou, ſpirit, 
Perform'd to point the tempeſt that I bad thee ? 

Ari. To every article. 
1 boarded the king's ſhip; now on the beak, 
Now in the waiſt, the deck, in every cabin, 
I lam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide, 
And burn in many places ; on the top-maſt, 
The yards and bolt-fprit, would I flame diſtinctly, 
Then meet and join: Jove's lightnings, the precurſors 
O' the dreadful thunder-clap, more momentar 
And fight out-running were not: the fire, nd. cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to beſiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident ſhake. 

Pro, My brave ſpirit! 
Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reaſon ? 

Ari. Not a ſoul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Some tricks of deſperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the veſſel, 
Then all a-fire with me: the king's ſon, Ferdinand 
With hair up- ſtaring (then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firſt man that leap'd; cried, Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that's my ſpirit ! 
But was not this nigh ſhore ? 

Ari. Cloſe by, my maſter. 
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SE oo 2 Oo 
ACT Hh SCENE IL 
The inchanted Iſland + before the Cell of Proſpero. 


Proſpero, Miranda, Caliban, and Ariel. 
Painted by Mr. Fusti1, R. A. 


Pro. Thou poiſonous flave, got by the devil himſelf, 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 


Enter Caliban. 


Cal. As wicked dew, as e&'er my mother bruſh'd 
With raven's feather from unwholſome fen, 

Drop on you both ! a ſouth-weſt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you all o'er ! 


Pro. For this, be ſure, to-night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side- ſtitohes that ſhall pen thy breath up; urchins 
Shall, for that vaſt of night that they may work, 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more ſtinging 
Than bees that made em. 
Cal. I muſt eat my dinner. 
This iſland's mine, by Sycorax my mother, | 
A hich thou ta „ from me. When thou cameſt firſt, 
Thou flroa# dſt me, and mad'ſt much of me; ibu, t give ms 
IV ater with berries in't; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the leſs, 
That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd thee, 
And fhew'd thee all the qualities o the ifle, 
The freſh ſprings, brine-pits, barren place, and fertile 
Curſed be I that did ſo !— All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the ſubjects that you have, 
Hho firſt was mine own king : and here you ſly me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reſt of the iſland. 
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Pro. Thou moſt lying ſlave, 
Whom ftripes may move, not kindneſs : I have ud thee, 
Filth as thou art, with human care; and lodg'd thee 
In mine ewn cell, till thau gid/t ſeek to violate 
The honour of my child, 
Cal. Oh ho, oh ho !—1wou'd it had been done ! 
Thou didſt prevent me; I had peopled elſe 
This iſle with Calibans, 


Pro. Abhorred ſlave; 
Which any print of goodneſs will not take, 
Being capable of all ill! J pitied thee, | 
Took pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : when thou didft not, ſavage, 
Know thy own meaning, but wouldſt gabble like 
A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them known : But thy vile race, 
Though thou didft learn, had that in't which good natures 
Could not :bid2 to be with; therefore waſt thou | 
Deſervedly confin'd into this rock, 
Who haſt deiery'd more than a priſon. 

Cal. You taught me language; and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curſe : the red-plague rid you, 
For learning me your language! 

Pro, Hag- ſced, hence | 
Fetch us in fewel; and be quick, thou wert beſt, 
To anſwer other buſineſs. Shrug'ſt thou, malice ? 
If thou neglect'ſt, or doft urwilling!y, 

What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar, 
That beaſts ſhal] tremble ac thy din. 

Cal. No, pray thee |— 
I muſt obey : his art is of ſuch power, [ Zoe » 
It would controul my dam's god Setebos, 
And make a vaſſal of him, 

Pro. So, {lave, hence! 


No, XXVII. 
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No. XXXVII. 
T A d ˙· CONC ts 


Nr N rent. 


The Entrance of the Cell opens, and diſcovers Ferdi- 
nand and Miranda playing at Cheſs. 


Painted by Mr. WHEATLEY, 


— — 


Mira. Sweet lord, you play me falſe, 

Fer. No, my deareſt love, 
I would not for the world. 

Mira. Yes, for a ſcore of kingdoms, you ſhould wrangle, 
And T wauld call it fair play. 


3 — —— 


No. XXXVIII. 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 
Ker. SCENE: HL 
A Foreſt. 


Valentine, Protheus, Silvia, and Julia. 


Painted by Mrs. Angelica Kauffman Zucchi, 
R. A. 


— — 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. How uſe doth breed a habit in a man! 
This ſhadowy deſart, unfrequented woods, 
I better brook than flouriſhing peopled towns: 
Here can I fit alone, unſeen of any, 
And, to the . ors Dom complaining notes, 
les, and record my woes. 


| Tune my diſtre 


O thou, 
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O thou, that doſt inhabit in my breaſt, 

Leave not the manſion ſo long tenantleſs; 

Leſt, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was ! 

Repair me with thy preſence, Silvia ; 

Thou gentle nymph, cheriſh thy forlorn ſwain ! 

W hat hollowing, and what ſtir, is this to-day ? 
'Theſe are my mates, that make their wills their law, 
Have ſome unhappy paſlenger in chace : 

They love me well; yet I have much to do, 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine ; who's this comes here ? 


L. al, ſteps aſide. 
Enter Protheus, Silvia, and Julia. 


Pro. Madam, this ſervice have I done for you, 
(Though you reſpect not aught your ſervant doth) 
To hazard life, and reſcue you from him, 

That wou'd have forc'd your honour and your love. 
Vouchſafe me for my meed but one fair look ; 

A ſmaller boon than this I cannot beg, 

And leſs than this, I am ſure, you cannot give. 

Val. How like a dream is this, I ſee, and hear 
Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile. [ Aſide, 

Sil. O miſerable, unhappy that J am! 

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came; 

But, by my coming, I have made you happy. 
Sil. By thy approach thou make ft me ms unhappy. 
Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your preſence. 
Aſide, 

Sil. Had I been ſeized by an hungry lion, 4 

I would have been a breakfaſt to the beaſt, 
Rather than have falſe Protheus reſcue me. 
O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine, 
W hoſe life's as tender to me as my ſoul ; 
And full as much (for more there cannot be) 
J do deteſt falſe, perjur'd Protheus : 

Therefore be gone, ſolicit me no more, 

Pro. What dangerous action, ſtood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo, for one calm look 
O, tis the curſe in love, and ftill approv'd, 

When women cannot love, where they're beloy'd. 

Sil. When Protheus cannot love, where he's beloy'd. 
Read over Julia's heart, thy firſt beſt love, 

For whoſe dear ſake thou didſt then read thy faith 


Into 
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Into a thouſand oaths ; and all thoſe oaths 
Deſcended into perjury, to love me. | 
Thou haſt no faith left now, unleſs thou had'ſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none; better have none 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one: 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend! 

Pro. In love, 
Who reſpects friend? 

Sil. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle ſpirrit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 
F11 woo you like a ſoldier, at arm's end; 
And love you *gainſt the nature of love, force you. 


Sil. O heaven / 

Pro. Pl! force thee yield to my defire. 

Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch; 
Thou friend of an il faſhion ! 

Pro. Valentine] 

Val. Thou common friend, that's without faith or live; 
For ſuch is a friend now) treacherous man ] 
Thou haſt beguil'd my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could have perſuaded me: Now I dare not ſay, 
T have one friend alive; thou wou!ldt diſprove me. 
II ho ſhould be truſted, when one's own right hand 
Is perjur'd to the beſom? Protheus, 
T am ſorry, I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the world a ſtranger for thy ſake. 
The private wound is deepeſt : O time, moſt curſ? ! 


*Mong/t all foes, that a friend ſhould be the tuo 


No. XXXIX. 
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No. XXXIX. 


MERRY WIVES OF. WINDSOR. 
ACT 1 -SCENS +1. 


Anne Page, Slender and Simple, 
Painted by Mr. Swink. 


— —— — 


Re-enter Anne Page. 


Shal. Here comes fair miſtreſs Anne ;—would I were 
young, for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne! 

Anne, The dinner is on the table; my father deſires 
your worſhip's company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair miſtreſs Anne. 

Eva. Od's pleſſed will! I will not be abſence at the 
grace. Exeunt Shal. and Evans. 

Anne. MWill't pleaſe your worſhip to come in, fir ? 

Slen. No, 1 thank you, forſooth, heartily ; I am very well, 

Anne. The dinner attends yau, fir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank yu, forſorth : s, ſir- 
rab, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my couſin Shallous: 
[Exit Simple.] A juſtice of peace ſometime may be beholden to 
bis friend for a man I keep but three men and a boy yet, fill 
my mother be dead: But what though? yet I live like a poor 
gentleman born. 

Anne. I may not go in without your worſkip : they will not 
ſit, till you come, 

Slen. faith PI} eat nothing: I thank you as much as 
though TI did. | 

Anne. I pray you, fir, walk in. 
| Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you: I bruis'd my 
ſhin the other day with playing at ſword and dagger with a 
maſter of fence; three veneys for a diſh of ſtew'd prunes ; 
and, by my troth, I cannot abide the ſmell of hot meat ſince. 
Why do your dogs bark ſo? be there bears i' the town. 


4 Anne, 
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Anne. I think, there are, fir; I beard them talk'd of. 
Slen. I love the ſport well; but I ſhall as ſoon quarrel at 
it, as any man in England: — Lou are afraid, if you ſee 
the bear looſe, are you not ? . | 
ne. Ay, indeed, fir, | | 
Sen. That's meat and drink to me now: I have ſeen 
Sackerſon looſe, twenty times; and have taken him by the 
chain: but, I warrant you, the women have fo cry'd and 
ſhriek'd at it, that it paſs'd :—but women, indeed, cannot 
abide 'em ; they are very ill-fayour'd rough things. 
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No. XL. 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


& CF 3k 4 CEN'E-T:: 
N Angelos Houſe. 
Eſcalus, a Juſtice, Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers, &c. 


Painted by Mr. Smi1zx. 


"GY 


, 


E. Come, bring them away: if theſe be good people 
in a common-weal, that do nothing but uſe their abuſes in 
common houſes, I knaw no law: bring them away. 

Ang. How now, fir ! What's your name? and what's the 
matter? 

Elb. If it pleaſe your honour, I am the poor duke's con- 
ſtable, and my name is Elbow: I do lean upon juſtice, fir, 
and do bring in here before your good honour two noto- 
rigus benefactors. | 

Ang. Benefators? Well; what benefactors are they ? 

are they, not malefadtors? | 
* Alb. If it; pleaſe. your honour, I know not well what 
they are; yt preciſe villains they are, that I am ſure of; 
— — all. pr ofanation in the world, that good chriſ- 
dans ought to have. 711 

Eſcal. This comes off well ; here's a wiſe officer. 


nn M Ang. 
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Ang. Go to: What quality are they of? Elbow is your 
name? Why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow? 

Clwn. He cannot, fir ; he's out at elbow, 

Ang. What are you, fir? | | 

Elb. He, fir? a tapſter, fir; parcel-bawd; one that 
ſerves a bad woman; whoſe houſe, fir, was, as they ſay, 
ptuck'd down in the ſuburbs ; and now ſhe profeſles a hot- 
houſe, which, I think, is a very ill houſe too. 

Eſcal. How know you that? 

Elb. My wife, fir, whom I deteſt before heaven and 
your honour,— 8 | 

12 How ! thy wife? 

Elb. Ay, fir; whom, I thank heaven, is an honeſt we- 
man; — 

Eſcal. Doſt thou deteſt her therefore? 

Elb. I fay, fir, I will deteſt myſelf alſo, as well as ſhe, 
that this houſe, if it be not a bawd's houſe, it is pity of 
her life, for it is a naughty houſe. 

Eſcal. How doſt thou know that, conſtable ? 

46. Marry, fir, by my wife; who, if ſhe had been a 
woman cardinally given, might have been aecuſed in for- 
nication, adultery, and all uncleanlineſs there. 

Eſcal. By the woman's means ? | | 

Elo. Ay, fir, by miſtreſs Over-done's means: but as 
ſhe ſpit in his face, ſo ſhe defy'd him. 

Clown. Sir, if it pleaſe your honour, this js not ſo. 

Elb. Prove it before theſe varlets here, thou honourable 
man, piove it. x | 

Eſcal. Do you hear how he miſplaces? [Te Angalo. 

Clown. Sir, ſhe came in great with child; and longimg 
(faving your honour's reverence) for ſtew'd prunes; fir, 
we had but two in the houſe, which at that very diſtant” 
time ſtood as it were, in a fruit-diſh, a diſh of ſome three- 
pence; your honours have ſeen ſuch diſhes ; they are not 
China diſhes, but very good diſhes. 

Ecal. Go to, go to; no matter for the diſh, fir. 

Clown. No, indeed, fir, not of a pin; you are therein 
in the right: but, to the point: As I ſay, this miſtreſs ' 
Elbow, being, as I ſay, with child, and being great-belly'd, 
and longing, as I ſaid, for prunes; and having but two in 
the diſh, as I ſaid, maſter Froth here, this very man, hav« 
ing eaten the reſt, as | faid, and, as I ſay, paying for them 
very. honeſtly ; ſor, as you know, maſter Froth,; I could 
not give you three pence again, © VEE ST ase ens 

Froih, No, tndeeds © = Le, Ho fo os ein! 


* 
* 


x 
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Chwns, Very well; you being then, if you be remem- 


ber'd, cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid-prunes. 18 
» Froth, Ay, ſo 1 did, indeed. i od... | 
*" Clown, Why, very, well: I telling you then, if you be 
Temember'd, that ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, unleſs they kept very good 
| diet, as I tald you. 8 
Froth, All this is true. | 
Clawn. Why, very well then. 


* 


* Eſcal. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the purpoſe. 
What was done to Elbow's wife, that he hath cauſe to 
complain of? come me to what was done to her. 

Clawn. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Eſcal. No, fir, nor I mean it not, 

- Clown. Sir, but you ſhall come to it, by your honour's 
leave: And, I beſeech you, look into maſter Froth here, 
fir; a man of fourſcore pounds a year; whoſe father died 
at Hallowmas: Was't not at Hallowmas, maſter Froth? 

Froth. All-hollond eve. Et, | : 

Clown, Why, very well; I hope here be truths : He, 
fir, fitting, as I ſay, in a lower chair, fir ;—'twas in the 
Bunch if grapes, where, indeed, you have a delight to fit, 
Have you not? bod, te. 

Froth, I have ſo ; becauſe it is an open room, and good 
for winter, | W 

Chun. Why, very well, then ;—l hope here be truths. 
Ang. This will laſt out a night in Ruſſia, 

When nights are longeſt there: I'il take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the cauſeĩ;̃ 
Hoping, you'll find cauſe to whip them all, 

Eſcal. I think no leſs : Good morrow to your lordſhip. 

Wy 18 [ap [Exit Angeli. 
N on, Br, come on ; what was done to Elbow's wife once 
more 2527 f ; 

Clown. Once, fir? there was nothing done to her once. 
Elb, | beſeech you, fir, aſk him what this man did ts 


of 


my wife, | 0 
Clown.. I beſeech your honour, aſk me. 
Eſcal. Well, fir ; What did this gentleman to her? 
Clown. I beſeech, ger ſir, look in this gentleman's 
face: Good maſter Froth, look upon his honour ; 'tis for 


a good purpoſe :. Doth your honout mark his face? 
122 Ay, ſir, very well, 


Clown, Nay, I beſeech yau mark it well, 
M 2 Eſcal. 
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Eſcal. Well, 1 do ſo. 
een Doi yout Hong fee an Barm in His e 

Eſcal. hy, no. 

Clown. I'll be ſuppos'd upon a book, his Face 'is "the 
wort thing about him: G00 then; if bis face. be 
work br. about him, how cold maſter Froch do th 
conſtable's wife any harth ? 4 Would know that of your 
honour. 

Eſcal. He's in the right; conſtable, what ſay you to it? 

lb. Firſt, an it like you, the noble is a teſp Need Houſe; 
next, this is a reſpected Fellbw ; ant 'his iiftreſs is à re- 
ſpected waman. 


Clown. By this hand, fir, ts vile Is a more reſpected 
perſon than any of us „ 5 


Elb. Varlet, th:u liaſt; thou lief, ae the lime 
th 1250 to come, bat Jhe was ever reputed with men, ann. 
er child. 


Fe, Sir, ſhe. was raſpeticd. with bin before be Mudrry'd 
ith r. 


Eſcal, Which is the wiſer. here 7 Fuflic er "Thiguity > 
1517 re, 


Eb. O lber eaitiff! A parlet / O A ee Min- 
Ba” I reſpefied with htr before I was marry'd to ther | If 

r 1 was re ſpected. with: her, er e with me, lit not your 
ow: ip think A the poor duke's officer ;— Prove this, thou 
wicked Eon, or: Vll baue mine act ion of butbery on thee. 


Eſcal. If he took: you a box o the ear, you tight have 


our aCtion-of ſlander too. 
? Elb. Marry, I: thank your N brit for it: What 
this wieked 


s't your worlhnp's pear T Thou. do' with 
caitiff? | ©) WEE! D. " Cl; Wii 4 

Efeal. Truly , officer, W has he ſome offences in him, 
that thou diff diſcover if chou ould; let m continue 
in bis courſes, till thou knoweſt what they are, 

EI. Marry, I thud por Worſhip for 12 T nbu ſeeſt, 
ton wicked varlet now, 'whit's tome upon thee ; thou arp 
to continue now, thou varlet; thou art to och 

E ſcal. Where were 'y6u- born; nend 7 TY *[7% 2 Frath 

roth. Here in Vienna! fir- a 7 

5 5 Ale you of fou#coreiporiti 4 fr 33 
| Wh, 3 and't i pleaſe you, nr. 0 

"Fſeal, So. - Mbar madodbe cu, of, fir?“ 1963 Chien 

Tn. A tapſter ; a poor witow's' taf ber. * 


Ae. Your mire Sham@apy £2530 4 1603 bs 
| © 5% Coton. 
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Clown. Miſtreſs Over-done, 

Eſcal. Hath ſhe had any more than one huſband ? 

lown. Nine, fir 3. Over-done by the laſt, 

Eſcal. Nine come hither to me, maſter Froth, Maſ- 
ter Froth, I Mount have you 4equaioted with tapſters; 
They witt draw you, maſter Froth, and you will hang them: 
Get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. 


SBB ‚ ‚˖ . _—_ — = 
e. XII 
MIDSUMMERᷣ NICHTS DREAM. 
_ ACT- JL: SCENE 1: 
| Puck. | 
Painted by Mr. FusEL!, R. A. 


Puck. Thou ſpeak'ſt aright; 
I am that merry wanderer of the night. 
I jeſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile, 
Then I a fat and bean-ſed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in kkenei-of a filly, foal * 
And ſometime Turk I in a goſſip's bowl, 
In very likeneſs of a toaſted crab; 
And, when ſhe drinks, againſt her lips J bob, 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wiſeſt aunt, telling the ſaddeſt tale, 
Sometime for three- foot ſtool miſtaketh me; 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples ſhe, 
And faylor cries, and falls into a cough, 2 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neee, and-ſwear 
A merrier hour was never waſted there. 
But room, Faery, hete comes Oberon. 


fe : | 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT's DREAM. 


ACT IC SCENE Ou 
W. SD 


Painted by Sir JosHUua REYNoOLDs. 


— ———— 


Puck. Through the foreſt have I gone, 
But Athenian found none, 


On whoſe eyes I might approve 
This flower®s force in flirring Love. 
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MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
e 


Belmont. A grove, and lawn, before Portia's houſe. 
Jelſica, Lorenzo, and Stephano. 


Painted 1 Mr. Hopors, R. A. 


* — 
_ 


Loy. Sweet . let's in, and there DER their comin 
And yet no matter; — Why ſhould we go in? 
My friend Stephano, ſignify, I pray you, 
W'thin the houſe, your miſtreſs is at hand; 
And Eg your muſick forth into the air,— 
[ Exit Servant. 
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How fuveet the moon-light flees upon this bank ! 
Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of mujeck 
Creep in our cars; ſoft flillneſs, and the night, 
Become the touches of fuveet harmony. 
Sit, Feſſica : Look, how the floor of heaven 
It thick inlaid with pattens of bright gold; 
There's not the ſmalleſt orb, which thou behald'ft, 
But in his motion like an angel ſings, 
Still guiring to the young-ey'd cherubims, a 
Such harmony is in immortal ſouls; 
But, whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſsly cloſe it in, we cannot hear it.— 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With ſweeteſt touches pierce your miſtreſs' ear, 
And draw her home with muſick. | 
Feſ. I am never merry, when I hear ſweet muſick. 
Ler. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive : 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race, of youthful and unhandled colts, | 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which 1s the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they perchance but hear a trumpet ſound, 
Or any air of muſick touch their ears, 
You (hall perceive them make a mutual ſtand, 
Their ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt gaze, 
By the ſweet power of muſick: Therefore, the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ſtones, and floods; 
Since nought ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 
But muſick for the time doth change his nature : 
The man that hath no muſick in himſelf, 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of ſweet ſounds, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils ; 
The motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 5 
And his affections dark as Erebus: Oy 
Let no ſuch man be truſted, Mark the muſick. 
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ALL's WELL THAT. ENDS WELL, 
ACP: V; SCENE III. 


King, Counteſs, Lafeu, Lords, Attendants, 6. 
Bertram guarded, Diana, and a Widow. 


Painted by Mr. WazaTLey. 


„„ — 


Enter 3 . 72 dnw. 


* ing. Is there no exorciſt 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes? 
Is't real, that I ſee?” 

Hel. No. my good "ary : 

*Tis but a ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Ber. Both; both; oh, pardon! 


Hel. Ob, my good lord, when ] was like this maid, 
Lfo ound you wordrout Hind. There 3s your ring, 

d, look you, here's your letter; This it ſays, 
W hen from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me with child, r. This is dene: 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? © 


Ber. If ſhe, my liege, can make me know this dearly, 
Ell love her deafly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, | 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you! 
O, my dear mother, do | ice you | living? . [Zo the Cumteſs. 

Laf. Mine eyes ſnell onions, I ſhall” 1. anon: — 
Good Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief: [ Parolles.] 
So, I thank thee; wait on me home, I'll LEG ſport with 
thee: Let thy courtſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 
To make the even truth in pleaſure flow: 
If thou be'ſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To Dians. 
Chooſe thou thy huſband, and Il! pay thy dower; 
Foes. ſs, that, by thy honeſt aid, 


Thou 
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Thou kept'ſt a wife herſelf, thyſelf a maid, —— - 
Of that, and all the progreſs, more and leſs, 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs : 

All yet ſeems well ; and, if it end ſo meet, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet, 


hs [1 * FR oth „* 


Painted by Mr. RAM BERG. 


Oh. J have ſent after him: He ſays he'll come; 


ACT III. 


\ Olivia, Maria, and Malvebpo, 


No. XLV. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. 


Olivia's houſe. 


— 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 


SCENE IV. 


How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him? 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or borrow'd. 
I ſpeak too loud. | 


Where is Malvolio ?—he is ſad, and civil, 
And ſuits well for a fervant with my fortunes j—- 


Where i 
Mar. 


Oli. Why, what's the matter? does he rave? 


alvolio ? 


8 
He: coming, madam, but in very ſtrange manner, 
He is ſure, poſſeſt, madam, 


Mar. No, madam, 


He does nothing but ſmile : your ladyſhip were beſt 
Jo have ſome guard about you, if he come, 


For, ſure, the man is tainted in his wits. 
Oli. Go call him hither, —I'm as mad as he, 


Enter Matvolio, 


If fad and merry madneſs equal be. 


How now, Malvolio ? 


N 


Mai. 
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Mal. Sweet lady, bo, ho. 

Oli. SmiPft thou? 
T ſent for thee upon @ ſad occaſion. 

Mal. Sad, lady? I could be ſad: This does make ſome 
ob/tru#tion in the blood, this croſs gartering ; But what of that ? 
if it Dow the eye of one, it is with me as the very true ſonnet 
15 : Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all. 


Oli. Why, how doſt thou, man? what is the matter 


with thee? 

Mal. Not black in my mind, though yellow in my legs: 
It did come to his hands, and commands ſhall be executed. 
I think, we do know the ſweet Roman hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mal. To bed? ay, ſweetheart; and I'll come to thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee! Why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 
kiſs thy hand ſo oft ? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 


Mal. At your requeſt? Yes; Nightingales anſwer daws, - 


Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs 
before my lady ? 
Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs : *T was well writ, 
Oli. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 
Mal. Some are born great, 
Oli. Ha? 
Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs, — 
Oli, What ſay'ſt thou ? 
Mal. And ſome have grea ons thruſt upon them. 
Oli. Heaven reſtore thee | 
Mal, Remember tuho commended thy yellow ſtockings j—= 
Oli. Thy yellow ſtockings ? 
Mal. And wiſb' d to ſee thee croſs-garter'd. 
© Croſs-garter'd i 
Hal. Go to : thou art made, if thou de ſireſt to be o 
Ol. Am | made? n 
Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant fill. 
Oli. Why, this is a very midſummer madneſs. 


No. XLVI. 


[Smiles fantaſtically. 


inc 
i nd 
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No. XLVI. 


TWELFTH. NH T. 


ACT V. SCENE: IL 


The Street. 


Duke, Viola, Antonio, Officers, Olivia, Prieſt, and 
Attendants. 


Painted by Mr. HamiLToN, R. A. 


Enter Olivia and Attendants. 
Duke, Here comes the counteſs ; now heaven walks on 
earth. — 
But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madneſs : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon. ——'I ake him aſide, 
What would my lord, but that he may not haye, 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you do not keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam? 
Duke, Gracious Olivia, 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario ?!——Good my lord, — 
Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me- 
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſick. 
Duke. Still ſo cruel ? 
On. Still ſo conſtant, lord. 
Duke, What ! to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil lady, 
To whoſe ingrate and inauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the faithfull'ſt offerings hath breath'd out, 
That Cer devotion tender'd! What ſhall I do? 
Oli, Even what it pleaſe my lord, that ſhall become him. 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had 1 the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 
Kill what I love; a ſavage jealouſy, 
That ſometimes ſavours nobly ? But hear me this: 
ince you to non-regardance caſt my We 
\nd that I partly know the inſtrument, 
| N 2 That 


03 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY: 


That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour, 
Live you, the marbled breaſted tyrant, gin : 
But this your minion, whom, i know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his maſter's ſpight.— 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in miſchief : 
P11 ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove, [ Going, 
Vio. And, I, moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. { Follpwing, 
Oli. Where goes Ceſario ? 
Vio. After him I love, 
Mare than J love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife: 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above, 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ah me, deteſted! how am I beguil'd ! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it ſo long ?— 
Call forth thy holy father, 
Duke, Come away. [To Viola. 
Oli. Whither, my lord? - Cefario, huſband, ſtay, 
Dube. Huſband ? 
Oli. Ay, huſband ; can he that deny? 
Duke. Her huſband, firrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety ; 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up; | 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ſt.—O welcome, father! 


Enter Prieſt, 


Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs, what occaſiin now 

Reveals before "tis ripe) what thou deft know, 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 

Prieſt. 4 contrad? of eternal bond of love, 

Confi mid by mutual joindure of your hands, 

Atieſled by the holy cloſe of lips, 

Strengthen'd by enterchangement of your rings ; 

And all the ceremony of ibis compact 

Seal d in my function, by my teflimony : 1 

1 | | | ind 
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Since when, my watch bath told me, toward my grave 
¶ have travelPd but two beurs. 


Duke. O thou diſſembling cub ! what wilt thou be, 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her: but direct thy teet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do proteſt, 
Oli. O, do not ſwear ; 
Hold little faith, though thou haſt much ſear. 
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No. XLVII. 
FIRST PART OF 


FE NGC HENEY Iv; 
ACT YO SCSIN0E IV; 
Plain near Shrewſbury. 


Prince Henry, Hotſpur and Falſtaff. 
Painted by Mr. Ricaup, R. A. 


— — = = — — 
— — 


Enter Hotſpur. 


Hit. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Henry. Thou ans as if I would deny my name, 
Hot. My name is ry Perey. 
P. Henry. Why, then I ſee 
A very valiant rebe] of that name. 
am the prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in glory any more : 
Two ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere ; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign 


@f Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales, 


Het, 
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That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour, 
Live you, the marbled breaſted tyrant, fin : 
But this your minion, whom, j know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his maſter's ſpight.— 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in miſchief : 
P11 ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. [ Going, 
Vio. And, I, moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die, { Following, 
Oli. Where goes Ceſario ? 
Vis. After him I love, 
Mare than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife: 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above, 
Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ah me, deteſted! how am I beguil'd ! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it fo long ?— 
Call forth thy holy father, 
Duke. Come away. [To Viola. 
Oli. Whither, my lord? Ceſario, huſband, ſtay. 
Dube. Huſband ? | 
Oli. Ay, huſband; can he that deny? 
Duke. Her buſband, firrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety ; 
Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up ; | 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ſt. —-O welcome, father! 


Enter Prieſt, 


Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs, what occaſiin now 

Reveals before "tis ripe) what thou deft know, 

Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
P ieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 

Confirn'd by mutual joindure of your hands, 

Atieſled by the holy cloſe of lips, 

Strengthen'd by enterchangement of your rings; 

And all the ceremony F ibis compact 

Seal d in my function, by my teſtimony : 


Rm 
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Since when, my watch bath told me, toward my grave 
¶ have travelPd but tue beurs. 


Duke. O thou diſſembling cub ! what wilt thou be, 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft ſo quickly grow, 
That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewel, and take her: but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
Vio. My lord, I do proteſt, 
Oli. O, do not ſwear ; 
Hold little faith, though thou haſt much ſear. 
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No. XLVII. 
FIRST PART OF 


KS HENRY Iv, 
ACT, SCENT Iv. 
Plain near Shrewſbury. 


Prince Henry, Hotſpur and Falſtaff. 
Painted by Mr. Ricavup, R. A. 


— — — — 
6 * — n— * 


Enter Hotſpur. 


Fit. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my name, 
Hot. My name is N Perey. | 
P. Henry. Why, then I ſee 
A very valiant rebel of that name. 
Jam the prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 
To ſhare with me in glory any more : 
Two ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere ; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign 


@f Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales, 


Het, 
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Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; And would to heaven, 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine! 
P. Henry. I'll make it greater, ere I part from thee; 
And all the budding honours on thy creſt 
F1} crop, to make a garland for my head. 
Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. [ Fight, 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Hal! to it, Hal | —Nay you ſhall find 
no boy's play here, can tell you, 


Enter Douglas ; he fights with Falſtaff, who falls down as if 
be were dead. Percy is wounded, and falls, | 


Hot. O, Harry, th,u haſt rob'd me of my youth : 
J better e the lojs of brittle life, 
Than theſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 
T hey wound my thoughts, worſe than thy fwerd my fleſh : ——_—_ 
But thought's the flave of life, and life time's fool 3 
And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 
Muſt have a top I could prepheſy, 
Bars that the . and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tmgue :— No, Percy thou art duſt, 
And fod for [Dies. 


P. Henry. For worms, brave Percy: Fare thee well, 
| reat heart 
]'Il-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 
A kingdom for it was too fmall a bound; 
But now, two paces of the vileſt earth 
Is room enough :— This earth, that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive fo ſtout a gentleman. 
If thou wert ſenſible of courteſy, | 
I ſhould not make fo great a ſhow of zeal ; — 
Bur let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 
And, even in thy behalf, I'll thank myſelf 
For doing theſe fair rites of tenderneſs, 
Adicu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignomy fleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph!— 

Be fees Faiſlaff on the ground. 

What ! old acquaintance ! could not all this flcſh 
Keep in alittle life ? Poor Jack, farewel! 

N J could 
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J could have better ſpar'd a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a deer to-day, 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray :;— 

Imbowell'd will I ſee thee by and by ; 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. Exit. 


Falltaff, riſing ſloꝛuly. 

Fal. Imbowell'd | if thou imbowel me to-day, I'll give 
vou leave to powder me, and eat me too, to-morrow, 
Sblood, *twas time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant 
Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too, Counterfeit ? J lie, I 
am no counterfeit : To die, is to be a counterfeit ; for he 
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of a 
man : but to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, 
is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of 
life indeed. The better part of valour is—diſcretion ; in 
the which better part, I have ſaved my life. I am afraid of 
of this gun-powder, Percy, though he be dead ; how if he 
ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe? 1 am afraid, he would 
prove the better counterfeit. Therefore I'll make him ſure a 
yea, and I'Il ſwear I kill'd him. Why may he not riſe, as 
well as I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body 
ſees me. Therefore, ſirrah, with a new wound in your 


thigh, come you along with me. 
[ Takes Hotſpur on his back, 
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No. XLVIII. 
SECOND PART Of 
LE ING: MSNA - 1% 
ACT" IV; SCENE -IV, 
The Palace at Weſtminſter. 
King Henry aſleep z Prince of Wales. 
Painted by Mr. J. BoyDpzLL. 


— 


2 — 


Enter Meſimoreland. 


Wet. Health to my ſovereign! and new happineſs 
Added to that which I am to deliver ! 
Prince John, your ſon, doth kiſs your grace's hand 
Mowbray, the biſhop Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law ; 
There is not now a rebel's ſword unſheath'd, 
But peace puts forth her olive every where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne, 
Here, at more leiſure, may your highneſs read 
With every courſe, in his particular, 

K. Henry. O Weſtmoreland, thou art a ſummer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter {ings 


The lifting up of day. Look | here's more news. 


Enter Harcourt. 


Har. From enemies heaven keep your majeſty ; 
And, when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall 
As thoſe that I am come to tell you of! 

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 

Are by the ſheriff of Yorkſhire overthrown : 

The manner and true order of the fight, 

This packet, pleaſe it you, contains at large. 

K. Henry. And wherefore ſhould theſe good news make 

me ſick ? 
Will fortune neyer come with both hands full, 


But 
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But write her fair words till in fouleſt letters? 
She either gives a ſtomach, and no food, —- 
Such are the poor, in health; or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach, Such are the rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 
I ſhould rejoice now at this happy news ; 
And now my fight fails, and my brain is giddy :— 
O me! come near me, now I am much ill. {| Sinks down, 
Glo. Comfort, your majeſty !_ 
Cla. O my royal father! 

IVe/t. My ſovereign lord, chear up yourſelf, look up! 

War. Be patient, princes; you do know theſe fits 
Are with his highneſs very ordinary, 

Stand from him, give him air ; he'll ſtraight be well. 

Cla. No, no; he cannot long hold out theſe pangs : 
The inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure, that ſhould confine it in, 

So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 

Gh. The people fear me; for they do obſerve 

Unfather'd heirs, and loathly births of nature: 
The ſeaſons change their manners; as the year 
Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 

Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between: 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 

Say, it did ſoa little time before 
That our great grandſire, Edward, ſick'd and dy'd. 

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 

Glo. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 

K. Henry, I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Into ſome other chamber : ſoftly, pray. N 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends; 

Unleſs ſome dull and favourable hand i 
Will whiſper muſic to my weary ſpirit. 

War. Call for the muſic in the other room. 

K. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

C/a. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 

[ They convey the King to an inner part of the room. 


Enter prince Henry. 


P. Henry. W ho ſaw the duke of Clarence ? 
Ca. I am here, brother, full of heavineſs. 


P, Henry. How now! rain within doors, and none 
abroad! 
How doth the king? 


0 | Olo. 
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Glo. Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet ? 
Tell it him. 
Glo, He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 
P. Henry. If he be ſick 
With joy, he will recover without phyſic. 
Mar. Not ſo much noiſe, my lord ;—ſweet prince, 
ſpeak low ; 
The king your father is diſpos'd to ſleep. 
Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. | 
War. Will't pleaſe your grace to go along with us? 
P. Henry. No; I will fit and watch here by the king. 
[I [ Exeunt all but prince Hem . 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being ſo troubleſome a bed-fellow ? 
O poliſh'd perturbation | golden care! 
That keep'ſt the ports of flumber open wide 
To many a watchful night ! ſleep with it now! 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half fo deeply ſweet, 
As he, whoſe brow, with homely biggen bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O maſjefty | 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doſt fit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That ſcalds with ſafety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which ſtirs not : 
Did he ſuſpite, that light and weightleſs down 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious lord my father !— 
This ſleep is ſound, indeed; this is a ſleep, 
That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh kings. Thy due, from me, 
Is tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood ; 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderneſs, 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteouſly : 
My due, from thee, is this imperial crown ; 
Which, as _— e thy place and blood, 
Derives itſelf to me. Lo, here it fits, —[ Putting it on his head. 
Which heaven ſhall guard; and put the world's whole 
ſtrength 
Into one giant arm, it ſhall not force 
This lineal honour from me: This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as tis left to me,  [Exn. 


K. Henry. Warwick | Gloſter! Clarence! 

| ; Re-enter Warwick and the reſt. 

Cla. Doth the king call ? | | 

Mar. What would your majeſty ? How fares your grace? 
n K. Henry, 
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X. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my lords ? 
Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my liege, 
W ho undertook to fit and watch by you, 
R. Henry, The prince of Wales ? Where is he? let me 
ſee him: 
He is not here. 
Far. This door is open; he is gone this way, 
Glo. He came not through the chamber where we ſtay'd, 
K. Henry. Where is the crown? who took it from my 
pillow ? 
War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 
X. Henry. The prince hath ta'en it hence: go ſeek 
him out. . 
Js he fo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My fleep my death? —- - | 
Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide him hither, 
his part of his conjoins with my diſcaſe, 3 
And helps to end me. — See, ſons, what things you are! 
How quickly nature falls into revolt, | 
When gold becomes her object | 
For this the fooliſh over-careful fathers 
Have broke their ſleeps with thought, their brains with care, 
Their bones with induſtry; 
For this they have engroſſed and pil'd up 
The canker'd heaps of ſtrange-atchieved gold; 
For this they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their fons with arts, and martial exerciſes: 
When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous ſweets ; 
Our thighes pack'd with wax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, | 
Are murder'd for our pains, This bitter taſte 
Yield his engrofiments to the ending father. — 


Re-enter Warwick. 


Now, where is he that will not ſtay ſo long 
*T ill his friend ſickneſs hath determin'd me? 
War. My lord, I found the prince in the next room, 
Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 
With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
That tyranny, which never quaft'd but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have waſh'd his knife 
With Ev. 0 e-drops. He is coming hither. 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away. the crown? 
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No. XLIX. 
KING - HENRY vYv 
ACT n. SCENE u. 
Southampton, 


Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, Grey, and atten- 


dants. 


Painted by Mr. FusEL1, R. A. 


Ring Hen. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 
My lord of Cambridge,—and my kind lord of Maſham, 
And you, my gentle knight,—give me your thoughts : 
Think you not, that the powers we bear with us, 

Will cut their paſſage through the force of France ; 
Doing the execution and the af, 
For which we have in head aſſembled them? 

Scr:vp. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his beſt. 
K. Henry. I doubt not that: ſince we are well perſuaded 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, 

T hat grows not in a fair conſent with ours ; 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh 
Succeſs and conqueſt to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd, and lov'd, 
Than is your majeſty ; there's not, I think, a ſubject, 
That fits in heart-grief and uneaſineſs | 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your government. 

Grey. Even thoſe, that were your father's enemies, 
Have ſteep'd their galls in honey; and do ſerve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. | 


® » 


And ſhall forget the office of our hand, 

Sooner than quittance of deſert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthineſs, 
Scroop. So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled finews toit ; 
And labour ſhall refreſh itſelf with hope, 
To do your grace inceſſant ſervices. 


K. Henry. We judge no leſs, —Uncle of Exeter, 


X. Henry, We therefore have great cauſe of thankfulneſs; 


Enlarge 
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Enlarge the man committed yeſterday, 
That rail'd againſt our perſon: we conſider, 
It was exceſs oh wine that ſet him on; 
And, on his more advice, we pardon ham. 
S$croop. That's mercy, but too much ſecurity : 
Let him be puniſh'd, ſovereign; left example 
Breed, by his ſufferance, more of ſuch a kind. 
K. Henry. O, let us yet be merciful. 
Cam. So may your highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Grey. Sir, you ſhew mercy, if you give him life, 
After the taſte of much correction. | 
K. Henry. Alas, your too much love and care of me 
Are heavy oriſons *gainſt this poor wretch. 
If little faults, proceeding on diſtemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we {tretch our eye, . 
When capital crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd, and digeſted, 
Appear before us ?—We'll yet enlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, 'Scroop, and Grey,—in their dear 
care 
And tender perſervation of our perſon, — 
Would have him puniſh'd. And now to our French cau- 
ſes;— 
Who are the late commiſſioners? 
Cam. I one, my lord; 
Your highneſs bade me aſk for it to-day. 
Scroop. So did you me, my liege. 
Grey. And me, my royal ſovereign. 
K, Henry. Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, there is 
ours ; . 
There 3 lord Scroop of Maſham ;—and, fir knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this ſame is yours :— 
Read them; and know, I know your worthineſs, — 
My lord of Weſtmoreland, —and uncle Exeter, — 


We will aboard to- night. hy, how now, gentlemen 
What ſee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe g 
So much complexion £—look ye, how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper, —IWhy, what read you there, 
That hath fo cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance: 
Cam. I do confeſs my fauli; 
And do ſubmit me to your higbneſi' mercy. 


Grey. Scroep, To which we all appeal. 
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THIRD PART OF 


K IN G. HB N N F V4; 


ACT I. SCENE'V. 
A field of battle, near Towton in Yorkſpire. 


King Henry. Son that had killed bis Fatber—Father 
| that had killed his Son. Queen, Prince of Wale 
and Exeter, in the diſtance. 


Painted by Mr. J. BorpELI. 


— — 


X. Henry. This battle fares like to the morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the ſhepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfe& day, nor night. 

Now ſways it this way, like a mighty ſea, 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind: 
Now ſways it that way, like the'ſelf-ſame ſea, 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind; 
Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wind : 
Now, one the better ; then, another beſt ; 
Both tugging to be victors, breaſt to breaſt, 
Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered ; 

So is the equal poiſe of this fell war, 

Here on this mole-hill will I fit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 
Have chid me from the battle; ſwearing both, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead | if God's good will were ſo: 
For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 

O God! methinks, it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely ſwain; 

To ſit upon a hill, as 1 do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to ſee the minutes how they run: 


How many make the hour tull complcte, 
6 Ho! 
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How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finiſh up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the time: 

So many hours muſt I tend my flock ; 

So many hours muſt I take my ret; 

So many hours mult I contemplate ; 

So many hours muſt I ſport myſelf; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 

So many months ere [ ſhall ſheer the fleece : 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 
Paſt over to the end they were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah, what a life were this] how ſweet! how lovely! 
Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To ſhepherds, looking on their filly ſheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd canop 

To kings, that fear their ſubjeRs* treachery ? 

O, yes, it doth; a thouſand fold it doth. 

And, to conclude,—the ſhepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, | 
His wonted ſleep under a freſh tree's ſhade, 

All which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

ls far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

tis body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, miſtruſt, and treaſon waits on him. 


Alarum. Enter a Son that hath killed his Father. 


Son, 111 blows the wind, that profits no- body, —- 
This man, whom hand to hand I flew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed of ſome ſtore of crowns : 

And I, that haply take them from him now, 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 

To ſome man elſe, as this dead man doth me, — 

Who's this? - Oh God! it is my father's face, 

Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd. 

O heavy times, begetting ſuch events 

From London-by the king I was preſs'd forth; 

My father, being the Bs. of Warwick's man, 

Came on the part of York, preſs'd by his maſter ; 

And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.— 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did |— BY, 
| n 
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And pardon, father, for I knew not thee! _ 

My tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody marks; 

And no more words, *till they have flow'd their fill, 
K. Henry. O piteous ſpe&acle ! O bloody times 

Whilſt lions war, and battle for their dens, 

Poor harmleſs lambs abide their enmity.— 

Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear; 

And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 

Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with grief, 


Enter a Father, bearing his Son. 


Fath. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Give me thy gold, if thou haſt any gold; 
For | have bought it with an hundred blows.— 


But let me ſee . Is this our foeman's face? 
Ab, no, no, no, it it mine only ſon! 


Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine eye; ſee, ſee what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy. tempeſt of my heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart!— 
O, pity, God, this miſerable age! 
W hat itratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !— 
O boy, thy father gave thee life too ſoon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late! 
K. Henry. Woe above woe! grief more than common 
rief! 
O, that my death would ſtay theſe ruthful deeds ! 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity |— 
The red role and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our ſtriving houſes : 
The one, his purple blood right well reſembles; 
The other, his pale check, methinks, preſenteth : 
Wither one roſe, and let the other flouriſh ! 
If you contend, a thouſand lives muſt wither, 
Sen. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ! 
Fath. How will my wife, tor ſlaughter of my ſon, 
Shed ſeas of tears, and ne'er be ſatisfy'd ! 
K. Henry. How will the country, for theſe woeful 
chances, | 
Miſ-think the king, and not be ſatisfy'd ! 
Sen. Was ever ſon, © ru'd a father's death? 


K. Henry. 
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Fath. Was ever father, ſo bemoan'd his ſon ? 
X. Henry. Was ever king, ſo griev'd for ſubjets? woe? 
Much is your ſorrow; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Son. I'Il bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
| | Exit, with the body. 
Fath, "Theſe arms of mine ſhall be thy winding-ſheet ; 
My heart, ſweet boy, ſhall be thy ſepulchre 
For from my heart thine image ne'er ſhall go 
My fighing breaſt ſhall be thy funeral bell; 
And ſo obſequious will thy father be, 
Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his valiant ſons. 
I'll bear thee hence; and let them fight that will, 
For I have murder'd where I ſhould not kill, 
Exit, with the body. 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care, 
Here fits a king more woeful than you are, 


Alarums. Excurſions. Enter the Ducen, prince of Wales 
and Exeter. 


Prince. Fly, father, fly! for all your friends are fled, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: 
Away! for death doth hold us in purſuit, 

Queen. Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick poſt 

amain : 
Edward and Kichard, like a brace of greyhounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in fight, 
With hery eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody ſteel graſp'd in their ireful hands, 
Are at our backs: and therefore hence amain, 

Exe. Away! for vengeance comes along with them : 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed ; 

Or elſe come after, I'll away before. 

X. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter; 
Not that J fear to ſtay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends.. Forward; away! | ZExeunt, 
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No. LI. 
KING HENRY VIII. 
ACT 1 SO ENE IV; 
York-Place. 


Cardinal Wolſey, Lord Sands, Anne Bullen, King 
Henry, &c. 


Painted by Mr. SToTHART. 


—_ —  — — = 


Mol. You are welcome, my fair gueſts : that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend : This to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health, [ Drinks, 
Sands. Your grace is noble :— 
Let me have ſuch a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And ſave me ſo much talking. 
ol. My lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you: cheer your neighbours.— 
Ladies, you are not merry; — Gentlemen, 
W hoſe fault is this? 
Sands. The red wine firſt muſt rife 
In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we ſhall have em 
Talk us to ſilence. 
Anne. You are a merry gameſter, my lord Sands. 
Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 
Here's to your ladyſhip : and pledge it, madam, 
For *tis to ſuch a thing, — 
Anne. You cannot ſhew me. 
Sands. I told your grace, that they would talk anon. 
Drum and trumpets, chambers diſcharged: 
ol. What's that? 
Cham. Look out there, ſome of you. [ Exit Servant. 
Mol. What warlike voice? 
And to what end is this !—Nay, ladies, fear not; 
By all the laws of war you are privileg'd. 
Chan. How now? what is't ? 


Re-enter Servant. 
Serv. A noble troop of ſtrangers ; 
4 
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For ſo they ſeem: They have left their barge, and landed 
And hither make, as great ambaſſadors | 
From foreign princes. 
Il. Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give 'em welcome, you ſpeak the French tongue z 
And, pray, receive *em nobly, and conduct 'em | 
Into our preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them :—Some attend him.— 

[All ariſe, and tables removed. 
You have now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it. 
A good digeſtion to you all: and, once more, 
I ſhower a welcome on you; —Welcome all. 


Hautboys. Enter the King, and others, as Maſters, habited 
like Shepherds, uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They paſs 


directly before the Cardinal, and gracefully ſalute him. 


A noble company! What are their pleaſures ? 
. Cham. Becauſe they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they pray'd 
To tell your grace;—T hat, having heard by fame 
Of this FA noble and fo fair allembly 
This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 
Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view theſe ladies, and entreat | 
An hour of revels with them. 
Wal. Say, lord chamberlain, 
They have done my poor houſe grace z for which I pay 
them | 
A thouſand thanks, and pray them take their pleaſures, 
[ Chooſe ladies for the dance. King, and Anne Bullen. 
King. The faireſt hand I ever touch'd ! O, beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee, [ Mufick. Dance. 
Mol. My lord, — 
Cham. Your grace? 
Mol. Pray, tell 'em thus much from me: 
There ſhould be one amongſt 'em, by his perſon, 
More worthy this place than myſelf ; to whom 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would ſurrender it. 
Cham, I will, my lord. 
2 [ Cham. goes to the company, and returns, 
Wol. What ſay they? 
Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs 
There is, indeed; which they would have your grace 
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Find out, and he will take it. 
Mol. Let me fee then, — 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—Here I'Il make 
My royal choice, 
King. You have found him, cardinal : 
You hold a fair aſſembly; you do well, lord: 
You are a churchman, or, ['l] tell you, cardinal, 
I ſhould judge now unhappily. 
Wil. on glad, 
Your grace is grown ſo pleaſant, 
King. My lord chamberlain, 
Pry'thee, come hither : What fair lady's that ? 
Cham. An't pleaſe your grace, fir Thomas Bullen's 
daughter, 
The viſcount Rochford, one of her highneſs* women. 
King. By heaven, ſhe is a dainty one.—Sweet heart, 


I were unmannerly, to take you out, [To Anne Bullen. 
And not to kiſs you, A health, gentlemen; 


Let it go round, 

Wal. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the banquet ready 
I' the privy chamber? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Mol. Your grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

King. I fear, too much. 

Wal. There's freſher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber, 

King. Lead in your ladies, every one, —Sweet partner, 
I muſt not yet forſake you: Let's be merry ;— 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths 
Todrink to theſe fair ladies, and a meaſure 
To lead them once again; and then let's dream 
Who's beſt in favour, —Let the muſick knock. it, 


[ Exeunt, with trumpets. 
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No. LII. 


KING HENRY VIII. 


ACT SEE . 
The Palace. 


Enter Trumpets, ſounding ; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Granmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Marſbal's flaff, 
Duke of Suffolk, two noblemen bcaring great flanding bowls 

for the chriſtening gifts ; then four noblemen bearing a cano- 
py, under which the Dutcheſs of Norfolk, godmother, bearing 
the child richly habited in a mantle, &c. Train borne by a 
Lady: then follows the Marchiomeſs of Dorſet, the other god- 
mother and ladies. The troop paſs once about the ſtage, and 
Garter ſpeaks. 


Painted by Rev. Mr. PETERS, R. A. 
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Gart, Heaven, from thy endleſs goodneſs, ſend proſper- 
ous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty 
princeſs of England, Elizabeth ! 

Flauriſb. Enter King, and Train. 
Cran, [Kneeling] And to your royal grace, and the good 
queen, 
My noble partners, and myſelf, thus pray z— 
All comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 
Heaven ever Jaid up to make parents happy, a 0 
May hourly fall upon ye! | 
King. Thank you, good lord archbiſhop : 
What is her name? 

Cran, Elizabeth. 

King. Stand up, lord, — [The King kiſſes the child, 
With this kiſs take my bleſſing: God protect thee ! 

Into whoſe hand I give thy life, 
2 aper | 
ing. noble goſſips, ye have been too prodigal: 
I thank ye edle ſo ſhall this lady, l 
When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh. 


Cran. Let me ſpeak, fir, 
For heaven now bids me; and the words I utter 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find em truth. 
This royal infant, (heaven till move about her |) 
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Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes 
Upon this land a thouſand theuſand bleſſmgs, 
Fhich time ſhall bring to ripeneſs : She fhall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) ö 
A pattern to all princes living with. her, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wiſdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this pure ſoul ſhall be: all princely graces, 
That mould up ſuch a mighty piece as this is, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her: truth fhall nurſe her, 
Holy and heavenly thoughts ſtill counſel her: 
She ſhall be lov'd, and fear'd : Her own ſhall bleſs her; 
Her foes ſhake like a field of beaten corn, 
And hang their heads with forrow : Good grows with her: 
In her days, every man ſhall eat in ſafety, 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and fin 
The merry ſongs of peace to all his neighbours : 
God ſhall be truly known ; and thoſe about her 
From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by thoſe claim their greatneſs, not by blood. 
Nor ſhall this peace fleep with her : But as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcenix, 
Her aſhes new create another heir, 
As great in admiration as herſelf ; 
So al ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 
OF heaven ſhall call her from this cloud of darknefs) 
ho, from the ſacred aſhes of her honour, 
Shall ſtar-like riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 
And ſo ſtand fix'd : Peace, plenty, love, truth, terror, 
That were the ſervants to this choſen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Wherever the bright ſun of heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His honour, and the greatneſs of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations: He ſhall flouriſh, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plants about him :—Qur children's children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs heaven. 
King. Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 
Cran. She'ſhall be, to the happineſs. of England, 
An aged princeſs ; many days ſhall ſee her, | 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more! but ſhe muſt die; 
She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her: yet a virgin, 
A moſt unſpotted lily, ſhall ſhe paſs 
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To the ground, and all the world ſhall mourn her. 
King. O lord archbiſhop, 
Thou haſt made me now a'man ; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing: 
This oracle of comfort has ſo pleas'd me, 
That, when I am in heaven, I ſhall defire 
To ſee what this child does, and praiſe my Maker, 
I thank ye all. To you, my good lord mayor, 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden ; 
I have receiy'd much honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords; 
Ye muſt all ſee the queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 
She will be fick elſe. This day, no'man think 
He has buſineſs at his houſe ; for all ſhall ſtay, 
This little one ſhall make it holiday, [ Exeunt. 


No. LIII. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 
CT HE--SCENEC- Bi 
The Palace in Alexandria. 


Antony, Cleopatra, Eros, Charmian, Iras, Cc. &c, 
Painted by Mr. TRESHAM. 


Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It is aſham'd to bear me Friends, come hither ; 
I am ſo lated in the world, that I 
Have loſt my way for ever :—1 have a ſhip, 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Ceſar, 
Omnes. Fly | not we. | 
Ant. I have fled myſelf; and have inſtructed cowards 
To run, and ſhew their ſhoulders.—Friends, be gone: 
I have myſelf reſolv'd upon a courſe, 
Which has no need of you ; be gone: 
My treaſure's in the harbour, take it,—O, 
I follow'd that I bluſh to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove 
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Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 

For fear and doating.—Friends, be gone; you ſkall 
Have letters from me to ſome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not ſad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs: take the hint 

Which my deſpair proclaims ; Jet that be left 

Which leaves itſelf: to the ſea-ſide ſtraightway : 

I will poſſeſs you of that ſhip and treaſure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now :— 

Nay, do ſo; for, indeed, I have loſt command, 


Therefore I pray you :—1'll ſee you by and by. 


Enter Eros, and Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Iras. 


Eres. Nay, gentle madam, to him: — Comfort him. 
Iras. Do, moſt dear queen. 
Char. Do! Why, what elſe ? 
Cleo. Let me fit down. O Juno! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no, 
Eros. See you here, fir ? 
Ant. O fye, fye, fye! 
Char. Madam, —— | 
Iras. Madam; O good empreſs! 
Eros. Sir, ſir, 
Ant. Yes, my lord, yes; — He, at Philippi, kept 
His ſword even like a dancer; while I ſtruck 
The lean and wrinkled Caſſius; and 'twas I, 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave ſquares of war : Yet now—No matter. 
Cleo. Ah, ſtand by. 
Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 
Iras. Go to him, madam; ſpeak to him; 
He is ungualitied with very ſhame. 
Cleo, Well then, —Suſtain me: O 
Eros. Maſi noble fir, ariſe ; the queen approaches 
Her heads declin d, and death will ſeize ber; but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 
Ant. I have offended reputation; 
A miſt unnoble ſwerving. 
Eros. Sir, the queen, 
Ant. O, whither haſt thou led me, Ægypt? Sec, 
How I convey my ſhame out of thine eyes, 
By looking back on what I have left behind 
*Stroy'd in diſhonour. 


Cleo. O my lord, my lord |! 


* 


- 


Forgive 
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Forgive my fearful ſails! I little thought 
You would have follow'd. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'ſt, too well, 
My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by the itrings, 
And thou ſhould'ſt tow me after: O'er my ſpirit 
Thy full ſupremacy thou knew'ſt ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me, 

Cleo. O] my pardon |! 
Ant. Now | muſt 
To the young man ſend humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lowneſs; who 
With half the bulk, o' the world play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My ſword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon! 


Ant. Fall not a tear, I ſay ; one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give mea kiſs; 
Even this repays me. We ſent our ſchool-maſter; 
Is he come back ?—Love, I am full of lead. 
Some wine, there, and our viands: Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers blows. [ Exeunt, 


Nm ———————m A AD AAA nm 


So. 11: : 
TIMON OF ATHENS. 


ACT w. SCENE II. 
A Wood. 


Timon, Alcibiades, Phrynia and Tymanara, 
Painted by Mr. Or ix, R. A, 


Alc. What art thou there? ſpeak, 
Tim. A beaſt, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart, 
or ſhewing me again the eyes of man 
Alc. What is thy name ? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man? 
Tim. I am miſanthropos, and hate mankind, 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 


That 
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That I might love thee ſomething. 

Alc. I know thee well; 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and ſtrange. 

Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I know thee, 
J not defire to know. Follow thy drum; 

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 

Then what ſhould war be? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 

For all her cherubim look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off ! 

Tym. I will not kiſs thee; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change ? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon 
T here were no ſuns to borrow of, 

Alc. Noble Timon, 

What friendſhip mzy | do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 
Maintain my opinion. 

Alc. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promiſe me friend{hip, but perform none: If 
Thou wilt not promiſe, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man ! If thou doit perform, confound thee, 
For thou art a man ! 

Alc, T have heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries. 

Tim. Thou faw'ſt them, when I had proſperity. 

Alc, I ice them now; then was a bleſſed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots, 


Tyman, Is this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd ſo regardfully ? 


Tim, Art thou Tymandra ? 

Tyman. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore ſtill! they love thee not, that uſe thee; 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee tliieir luſt. 
Make uſe of thy falt hours : ſeaſon the ſlaves 


For tubs and baths; bring down roſe-cheek'd youth | 
To the tub-faſt, and the diet, 


Tyman. Hang thee, monſter ! 
Alc. Pardon him, ſweet Tymandra; for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities, — 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band: 1 have heard, and griev'd, 


How 
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How curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
- Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
But for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. J am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon, 
Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt trouble? 
I had rather be alone, 
Alc. Why, fare thee well : 
Here is ſome gold for thee, 
Tim, Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alc. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap, — 
Tim, Warr'{t thou *gainſt Athens? 
Alc. Ay, Timon, and have cauſe. 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy conqueſt ! and 
T hee after, when thou haſt conquer'd! 
Alc. Why me, Timon ? | 
Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou waſt born 
To conquer my country. 
Put up thy gold; Go on,—here's gold, —go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er ſome high-vic'd city hang his poiſon 
In the ſick air : Let not thy ſword ſkip one : 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard; 
He is an uſurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 
It is her habit only that is honeſt, 
Herſelf's a bawd: Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk-paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their mercy ; 
Think it a baſtard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
And mince it ſans remorſe : Swear againſt objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
W hoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor ſight of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers : 
Make large confuſion ; and, thy fury Gone. 
Confounded be thyſelf! Speak not, be gone. 
Alc, Haſt thou gold yet ? I'll take the gold thou giv'ſt me, 
Not all thy counſel. * 
Tim. Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, heaven's curſe upon 
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Phr. and Tym. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: 
Haſt thou more ? 

Tim, F nough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you ſluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not cathable,— 

Although, I know, you'il ſwear, terribly ſwear, 

Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly agues, 

The immortal gods that hear you, —ſpare your oaths, 
I'll truſt to your conditions: Be whores ſtill; 

And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 

Be ſtrong in whore, allure him, burn him up; 

Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke 

And be no turn-coats: Yet may your pains, ſix months, 
Be quite contrary : And thaich your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ;—ſome that were hang'd, 

No matter: —wear them, betray with them; whore ſtill; 
Paint *till a horſe may mire upon your face; 

A pox of wrinkles |! | 

Phr. and Tym. Well, more gold;—What then ?— 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold, 

Tim, Conſumptions fow 
In hollow bones of man; ſtrike their ſharp ſhins, 

And marr men's ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more falſe title plead, | 
Nor ſound his quillets ſhrilly : hoar the flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fl th, 

And not believes himſelf: down with the noſe, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 


Of him, that his particular to foreſee, 8 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate ruffians 
bald ; 


And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you: Plague all 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The ſource of all erection, — There's more gold: 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all! 
Phr, and Tym, More counſel, with more money, boun- 
teous Timon. | 
Tim. More whore, more miſchief firſt ; I have given you 
earneſt, 
Alc. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Farewel, 
Timon; 
If I thrive well, I'll viſit thee again, 
| * Tim. 
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Tim, If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 
Alc. I never did thee harm. 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Alc. Call'ft thou that harm ? 
Tim. Men daily find it. 
Get thee away, and take thy beagles with thee. 
' Alc. We but offend him.— Strike. | Drum beats. Exeunt. 


—— —— — — 
* 
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No. LV. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA 


AT V. e 
Diomed, Creſſida, Troilus, and Ulyſſes. 


Painted by Mrs. AN GELICA Kavrrman f 
ZUCCHt, N. A. 


— . . 


Enter Diomed. 


Dio. What are you up here, ho? ſpeak. 
Cal. Who calls ? 
Dio. Diomed. 

Calchas, I think. Where is your daughter ? 
Cal, She comes to you. 


Enter Troilus and Ulyſſes, at a diſtance. 
Ulyſſes. Stand where the torch may not diſcover us. 


Enter Creſſida. 


Troi. Creflid come forth to him | 
Dio. How now, my charge ? 
Cre, Now, my ſweet guardian |—Hark! 
A word with you, [ Thiſpers. 
Troi. Yea, fo familiar! 
Les. She will ſing any man at firſt ſight. 


Ther. And any man 
| May 


118 SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 


May ſing her, if he can take her cliff; ſhe's noted, 
Dio. Will you remember! 

Cre. Remember ? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Troi. What ſhould ſhe remember? 

LD. Liſt! 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Dio. Nay, then, 


Cre. I' tell you what. 
Dio. Pho! pho! come tell a pin: You are forſworn.— 


Cre. In faith I cannot; What would you have me do? 
Dio. What did you ſwear you would beſtow on me? 
Cre. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek, 
Dio. Good night. 
Troi. Hold, patience! 
D. How now, Trojan? 
Cre. Diomed,— 
Dio. No, no, good night: I Il be your fool no more, 
Tra. Thy better mult, 
Cre, Hark, one word in your ear, 
Troi. O plague and madneſs ! 
Uly//. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart, I pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge itſelf 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly; 1 befeech you, go. 
Troi. Behold, 1 pray you! 
D. Now, good my lord, go off: 
You flow to great diſtraction; come, my lord. 
Troi. | pr'ythee, ſtay. 
Dh. You have not patience ; come. 
Troi, | pray you, ſtay; by hell, and by hell's tormente, 
| will not ſpeak a word. 
Dia. And fo, good night. 
Cre. Nay, but you part in anger, 
Tra, Doth that grieve thee ? 
O wither'd truth! 
DM. Why, how now, lord ? 
Tra. By Jove, I will be patient. 
Cre. Guardian !—why, Greek ! 
Dio. Pho, pho! adieu; you palter. 
Cre. In faith, I do not; come hither once again. 


Ub, 


2 
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DU You ſhake, my lord, at ſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ſtrokes his check ! 
Ulyſſ. Come, come. 
Troi. Nay, ſtay; by Jove, I will not ſpeak a word: 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience : ſtay a little while. 
Dis. But will you chen? 
c Cre. In faith, Iwill, la; never truſt me elſe. 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre. l'll fetch you one. 
D. Y ou have ſworn patience, 
Trot. Fear me not, my lord; 
I will not be myſelf, nor have cognition 
Of what I fecl ; I am all patience. 


_— 


. 


No. LVI. 


ROMEO AND JULIE . 


Arn m | 
Monument belonging to the Capulets. 


Romeo and Paris dead ; Juliet and Friar Laurence. 


Painted by Mr. NoRTHCOTE, R. A. | 


Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron, | 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the mornin | 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. | 

Give me the light: Upon thy life I charge thee, f 
Whate'er thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, | 3 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe. 4 

Why I deſcend into this bed of death 

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring; a ring, that I mult uſe 


In 
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In dear employment: therefore hence, be gone 
But if thou, jealous, doſt return to pry 
On what I further ſhall intend to do, 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 
And ſtrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs: 
The time and my intents are ſavage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty tygers, or the roaring ſea. 
Balth, 1 will be gone, fir, and not trouble you. 
Rom. So ſhalt thou [ſhow me friendſhip, — Take thou 
that : 
Live, and be proſperous ; and farewel, good fellow. 
Balth. For all this ſame, F'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents [ doubt. [Exit Balth, 
Rom. Thou deteſtable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſel of the earth, 
Thus I-enforce thy rotten jaws to open. 
[ Breaking up the monument, 
And, in deſpight, I'll cram thee with more food | 
Par. This is that baniſh'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's couſin ; with which grief, 
It is ſuppoſed, the fair creature dy*'d,— | 
And here is come to do ſome villainous ſhame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him.— 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague; 
Can vengeance be purſu'd further than death? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee: 
Obey, and go with me; for thu muſt die. 
Nom. I muſt, indeed; and therefore came J hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate man, 
Fly hence and leave me think upon theſe gone; 
Let them aftright thee, —I beſeech thee, youth, 
Pull not another ſin- upon my head, 
By urging me to fury :—Q, be gone! 
By heaven, 1 love thee, better than myſelf ; 
For I come hither arm'd againſt myſelf: 
Stay not, be gone ;—live, and hereafter ſay— 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 
Par. | do defy thy conjuration, 
And apprehend thee for a felon here. 
Ram. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee boy. 
(They fight, Paris falls, 
Page. O lord they fight: I will go call the watch. 
Par. O, 1 am ſlain [If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. 1 0 
N. 
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Rom, In faith, I will: Let me peruſe this face 
Mercutio's kinſman, noble county Paris :— 
What ſaid my man, when or betoſſed ſoul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 
He told me, Paris ſhould have marry'd Juliet: 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was ſo ?—O, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in ſour misfortune's book ! 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant * 
A grave? O, no; a lantern, flaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interr'd. 
[ Laying Paris in the monument: 
How oft, when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry? which their keepers call 
A lightning before death: O, how may I 
Call this a lightning? O, my love | my wife! 
Death, that hath ſuck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's enſign yet 
Is crimſon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy bloody ſheet ? 
O, what more favour can I db to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive me couſin Ah dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet ſo fair? Shall I believe 
That unſubſtantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monſter keeps 
Thee here in dark, to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I will till ſtay with thes ; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, here 
Will I ſet up my i reſt, 
And ſhake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtars 
From this world-wearied fleſh. —Eyes, look your laſt! 
Arms, take your laſt embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs 
A dateleſs bargain to engroſſing death !— 
Come, bitter conduct, come unſavoury guide 
hou deſperate pilot, now at once run on 
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The daſhing rocks thy ſea-fick weary bark 
Here's to my love Drinks] O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick, — Thus with a kiſs I die. Dies. 


Enter Friar Laurence, with a lantern, crow, and ſpade. 


Lau. Saint Francis be my ſpeed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves - Who's there? 
Balth. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well, 
Lau. Bliſs be upon you! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond', that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleſs ſeulls ? as I diſcern, 
It burneth in the Capulets' monument, 
Balth. It doth fo, holy fir; and there's my maſter, 
One that you love. 
Lau. Who is it? 
Balth. Romeo. 
Lau. How long hath he been there ? 
Balth. Full half an hour. 
Lau. Go with me to the vault. 
M Balth. I dare not, fir : 
maſter knows not, but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death, 
If I did ſtay to look on his intents. 
Lau. Stay then, I'll go alone: —Fear comes upon me; 
O, much I fear ſome ill unlucky thing. 
Halth. As I did fleep under this yew tree here, 
I drezmt my maſter and another fought, 
And that my maſter flew him. 
Lau. Romeo !— 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which ſtains 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepulchre ? 
W hat mean theſe maſterleſs and gory ſwords 
To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace? — 
Romeo! O, pale Who elſe ? what, Paris too? 
And ſteep'd in blood? — Ah, what an unkind hgur 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance 
The lady ſtirs. 


Jul. [waking]. O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord? 
T do remember well where I ſhould be, 
And there I am :—Ihere is my Romeo? [Noiſe without. 

Lau. I hear ſome noiſe —Lady, come from that neſt 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural ſleep ; 


A greater power that we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents; come, come away : 


Thy huſband in thy boſom there lies dead; 


And 
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And Paris too; come, I'll diſpoſe of thee 
Among a ſiſterhood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to queſtion, for the watch is coming z 
Come, go, good Juliet, - Noſe again.] I dare ſtay no lon- 
ger. [Extt. 
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.— 
What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ? 
Poiſon, I ſee, hath been his timeleſs end :— 
O churl! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after ?—I will kiſs thy lips; 
Haply, ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, | 
To make me die with a reſtorative. [ Kiſſes him. 
Thy lips are warm |! 
Watch. [within] Lead, boy: —Which way? 
Jul. Yea, noiſe ?—then T'll be brief.— 0 happy dagger ! 
[ Snatching Romes's dagger. 


This is thy ſheath; | abs berſelf.] there ruſt, and let me 
die, 


— 
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No. LVII. 


MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 
Ker Mm. SCENE I. 


Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Falſtaff. 


Falſtaff goes into the baſket ; they cover him with 
FE foul linen, 


Painted by Mr. PETERS. 


Ford's heuſs. 


Mrs. Ford. What, John | what, Robert! 
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly ; is the buck-baſket— 

Ars. Ford. I warrant :—What, Robin, I ſay. 

Mrs. Page. Conte, come, come. | 

Ars. Ford. Here, ſet it down. 

, 2 Page. Give your men the charge; we muſt be 

rief, 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John, and 
Robert, be ready here hard-by in the brew-houſe ; and 
when I ſuddenly call on you, come forth, and (without 
any pauſe or ſtaggering) take this baſket on your ſhoul- 
ders: that done, trudge with it in all haſte, and carry it 
among the whitſters in Datchet mead, and there empty it 
in the muddy ditch, cloſe by the Thames fide, 

Mrs. Page. You will do it? 

Ars. Ford. I have told them over and over; they 
lack no direction: Be gone, and come when you are 
called. [ Exeunt Servants. 
Ars. Page. Here comes little Robin. 

3 Enter 
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Enter Robin. 


Mrs. Ford, How now, my eyas-muſket ? what news 
with you ? 

Rob, My Maſter fir John is come in at your back-door, 
miſtreſs Ford; and requeſts your company. 

Mrs. Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you been true 
to us? 

Rob. Ay, I'll be ſworn : My maſter knows not of your 
being here; and hath threaten'd to put me into everlaſting 
liberty, if 1 tell you of it; for, he ſwears, he'll turn me 
away. 

22 Page. Thou'rt a good boy; this ſecrecy of thine 
fhall be a tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee a new dou- 
blet and hoſe, —V'II go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do ſo :—Go tell thy Maſter, 1 am alone. 


Miſtreſs Page, remember you your cue. [ Exit Robin, 
Mrs. Page, I warrant thee; if J do not act it, hiſs 
me. Exit Mrs. Page. 


Ars. Ford. Go to then ;—we'll uſe this unwholſome 
humidity, this groſs watry pumpion ;—we'll teach him to 
know turtles from jays. 

Euter Falſtaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel ? Why, now 
Jet me die, for I have liv'd long enough ; this is the period 
of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! | 

Mrs. Ford. O ſweet Sir John! 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, miſtreſs 
Ford. Now ſhall I fin in my with : I would thy huſband 
were dead; VII ſpeak it before the beſt lord, I would make 
thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, fir John! alas, I ſhould be a 
pitiful lady, 

Fal. Let the court of France ſhew me ſuch another; I 
ſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond : Thou haſt 
the right arched bent of the brow, that becomes the ſhip- 
tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, fir John: my brows be- 
come nothing elſe; nor that well neither, 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to ſay ſo: thou would'ſt make 
an abſolute courtier; and the firm fixture of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gait, in a ſemi-cir- 
cled farthingale. I ſee what thou wert, if fortune thy foe 
were not; nature is thy friend: Come, thou canſt not hide it. 

Ars. Ford, Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in mm 
Fa 
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Fal. What made me love thee? let that perſuade thee, 
there's ſomething extraordinary in thee. Come, I cannot 
cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a many of theſe 
liſping haw-thorn buds, that come like women in men's 
apparel, and ſmell like Bucklersbury in ſimple- time; I can- 
not: but I love thee; none but thee; and thou deſerveſt 
It, 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, fir; I fear, you love 
miſtreſs Page. 

Fal. Thou might'ſt as well ſay, I love to walk by the 
Counter- gate; which is as hateful to me as the reek of a 
lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you; and 
you ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind; I'll deſerve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I mult tell you, ſo you do; or elſe I 
could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [within.] Miſtreſs Ford, miſtreſs Ford! here's 
miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you pre- 
ſently. 

Fal She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me behind 


the arras. 
Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do ſo; ſhe's a very tattling wo- 


man.— [Falſtaff hides himſelf. 
Enter Miſtreſs Page. 


What's the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O miſtreſs Ford, what have you done? 
you're ſham'd, you are overthrown, you are undone for 
ever, 

Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, miitreſs Ford ! having an ho- 
neſt man to your huſband, to give him ſuch cauſe of ſuſ- 
picion |! 

Ars. Ford. What cauſe of ſuſpicion ? 

Mrs. Page. Whit cauſe of ſuſpicion ?—Out upon you !— 
how am I miſtook in you ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what's the matter ? 

Ars. Page. Your huſband's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a gentleman, 
that, he ſays, is here now in the houſe, by your conſent, 
to takean ill advantage of his abſence: You are undone, 


Mrs. Ford, Speak louder,—{[ Aſide] Tis not ſo, I hope. 
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Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not ſo, that you have ſuch 
a man here; but tis moſt certain your huſband's coming 
with half Windſor at his heels, to ſearch for ſuch a one. 
I come before to tell you : If you know yourſelf clear, why 
I am glad of it: but if you have a friend here, convey, 
convey him out. Be not amaz'd; call all your ſenſes-to 
you ; defend your reputation, or bid farewell to your good 

ife for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I de?—There is a gentleman, 
my dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame, ſo much 
as his peril : I had rather than a thouſand pounds he were 
out of the houſe. : 

Mrs. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand you had rather, and 
you had rather; your huſband's here at hand, be-think you 
of ſome conveyance: in the houſe you cannot hide him. — 
O, how have you deceived me — Look, here is a baſket; 
if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creep in here; 
and throw foul linen upon him, as if it were going to buck- 
ing: Or, it is whiting-time, fend him by your two men 
to Datchet mead. | 

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there: What ſhallI do? 


Re-enter Falllaff. 


Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't! O let me ſee't! I'll in, 
PII in;—follow your friend's counſel ;—PÞ'll in. 

Mrs. Page. What! fir John Falſtaff? Are theſe your let- 
ters, knight? 

Fal. I love thee, and none but thee ;—helþ me away : let me 
creep in here; Pl] never — 

He goes into the baſket ; they cover him with foul linen. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy: Call your men, 
miſtreſs Ford: Du diſſembling knight ! | 

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John! Go take up 


_ theſe clothes here, quickly; Where's the cowlſtaff? look, 


how you drumble: carry them to the laundreſs in Datchet 
mead; quickly, come, 


No, LVII- 
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No. LVIII. 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT's DREAM. 
ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Oberon, Queen of the Fairies, Puck, Bottom, and 
Fairies attending, Sc. 


Painted by Mr. Fuserti, R. A. 


Ob. Welcome, good Robin. See'ſt thou this ſweet ſight ? 
Her dotage now I do begin to pity. 
For meeting her of late, behind the wood, 
Seeking ſweet favours for this hateful fool, 
J did upbraid her, and fall out with her: 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers; 
And that ſame dew, which ſometime on the buds 
'Was wont to ſwell, like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now within tbe pretty flouret's eyes, 
Like tears, that did their own diſgrace bewail. 
When | had, at my pleaſure, taunted her, 
And ſhe, in mild terms, begg'd my patience, 
I then did aſk of her her changeling child; 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her fairy ſent hy 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed ſcalp 
From off the head of the Athenian ſwain ; 
That he awaking when the others do, 
May all to Athens back again repair ; 
And think no more of this night's accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But firſt I will releaſe the fairy queen 

Be, as thou waſt wont to be; 


[ Touching her eyes with an herb. 


See, as thou waſt wont to ee ; 
; R Dian's 


* 
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Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower 
Hath ſuch force and bleſſed power, 
Now, my Titania; wake you, my ſweet queen. 


Queen. My Oberon ! what viſions have ¶ ſeen ! 
Methought, I was enamour d of an aſs, | 

Ob. There lies your love. 

Queen. How came theſe things to paſs ? 
O, how mine eyes do loath his viſage now ! 

Ob. Silence, a while, — Robin, take off this head. — 


Titania, muſick call ; .and ſtrike more dead 
Than common ſleep, of all theſe five the ſenſe. 
Queen. Muſick, ho! muſick; ſuch as charmeth ſleep, 
Puck. Now when thou wak'ſt, with thine own fool's 
eyes Peep. | 
Ob. Sound, muſick. [Still muſick. | Come, my queen, 
take hands with me, | 
And rock the ground whereon theſe ſleepers be, 
Now thou and I are new in amity; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, . 
Dance in duke Theſeus' houſe triumphantly, 
And bleſs it to all fair poſterity : 
There ſhall theſe pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theſeus, all in jollity. 
Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark; 
I do hear the morning lark. 
Ob. Then, my queen, in ſilence fad, 
Trip we after the night's ſhade : 
We the globe can compaſs ſoon, 
Swifter than the wand'ring moon. 
Queen. Come, my lord; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night, - 
That I ſleeping here was found, 
With theſe mortals, on the ground. Exeunt. 


No. LIX. 
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No. LIX. 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


ACT. n. SCENE Y, 


Shylock*s Houſe. 
Shylock, Jeſſica, and Launcelot. 


Painted by Mr. SMIRKE. 


<— 


* — 


Shy. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Baſſanio— 
What, Jeſlica !—thou ſhalt not gormandize, 

As thou haſt done with me; What, Jeflica !— 
And ſleep and ſnore, and rend apparel out ;— 
Why, Jeflica, I ſay! 

Laun, Why, Jeſſica! 

Shy. Who bias thee call? I do not bid thee call. 


Laun. Your worſhip was wont to tell me, I could 
do nothing without bidding. 


Enter Jeſſica. 


Jeſ. Call you? What is your will? | | 
Shy. I am bid forth to ſupper, Jeſſica; | 
There are my keys: But wherefore ſhould I go? 
I am not bid for love; they flatter me: 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian. —Jeflica, my girl, 
Look to my houſe :—I am right loth to go; 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my reſt, 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 
| Laun, I beſeech you, fir, go; my young maſter doth 
expect your reproach. 
Shy. So do I his. 
Laun. And they have conſpired together, —T will not ſay, 
you ſhall ſee a maſque; but if you do, then it was not for 
2 nothing 
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nothing that my noſe fell a bleeding on Black-Monday laſt, 


at ſix o'clock iꝰthe morning, falling out that vear on Aſh- 
Wedneſday was four year IN the 2 e 


Shy. That! are there maſques? Hear you me, TFeſſica : 
Tack up mv doors; and * hear the drum, 7 
And the vile ſqueating of the ary-necid fife, 

Clamber not you up to the —_— then, 

Nor thruſt your head into the publick freet, 

To gaze on Chriſtian fools with varniſh'd faces: 
But flop my houſe's ears, I mean, my caſements ; 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow ſoppery enter 
My ſeber houſe, —-By Jacob's ſtaff, I ſwear, 


I have no mind of feaſting forth to night : 
But I will go,—Go you before me, ſirrah; 
Say, I will come. 
Laun. I will go before, ſir.— 
Miſtreſs, look out at window, for all this ; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be worth a Jeweſs' eye. [ Exit. Laun, 
Shy. What ſays that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha? 
/. His words were, Farewel, miſtreſs ; nothing elſe, 
Shy. The patch is kind enough; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-ſlow in profit, and he ſleeps by day 
More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waſte 
His borrow'd purſe.— Well, Jeflica, go in; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately; 
Do, as I bid you, 
Shut doors after you : Faſt bind, fait find; 
A proverb never ſtale in thrifty mind, [ Exit, 
Jeſ. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croſt, | 
I have a father, you a daughter, loſt, 
| | [ Exit. 


No.LX 
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No. LX. 


CCC ETSES-T7F. 


AeT IV. SCENE II. 


Scene a Foreſt. 
Orlando and Oliver. 


Painted by Mr. Raen". Wesrt. 


— 


Oi. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and, pacing through the foreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aſide, 
And, mark, what object did preſent itſelf! 


Under an oak, whoſe boughs were moſs'd with age, 
Aud bigh top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched ragg:d man, oergrown with hair, 
Lay fkeping en his back about his neck 

A green and gilded ſnake had wreath'd itſelf, 

IVho with her head, nimble in threats, appreach' d 
The opening of his mouth ; but ſuddenly 

Seeing Orlando, it unlintd itſelf, 

And with indented glides did flip away 

Into a buſh: under which buſh's ſhade 

A lioneſs, with udders all drawn diy, 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch, 


When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir ; for 'tis 
The royal diſpoſition of that beaſt, 
Jo prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead: 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. O, | have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother; 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural 
That liv'd i oiongſt men. 
Oli. And well he might ſo do, 
For well I |;now he was unnatural. 


Ro/. But to Orlando ;—Did he leave him there, 
| Food 
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Food to the ſuck'd and hungry lioneſs ? 
Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd ſo? 
But kindneſs, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, ſtronger than his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battle to the lioneſs, 
Who quickly fell before him; in which hurtling 
From miſerable ſlumber I awak'd. 
Cel. Are you his brother? 
Roſ. Was it you he reſcu'd ? 
Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. Twas I; but 'tis not I : I do not ſhame 
To tell you what I was, fince my converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing J am. 
Roſ. But, for the bloody napkin ?— 
Oli. By, and by. 
When from the firſt to laſt, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that deſert place; 
In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me freſh array, and entertainment, 
Committing me unto my brother's love; 
Who led me inſtantly unto his cave, 
There ſtripp'd himſelf, and here upon his arm 
The lioneſs had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd, in fainting, upon Roſalind. | 
Brief, 1 recover'd him ; bound up his wound ; 
And, after fome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as I am, 
To tell this ſtory, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe, and to give this napkin, 
Dy'd in this blood, unto the ſhepherd youth 
T hat he in ſport doth call his Roſalind. 


No. LXI. 
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No. LXI. 
TAMING OF THE SHREW, 


IND UCT1D0N, 
SCENE IL 
A Room in the Lord's Houſe. 


Sly, with Lord andAttendants; ſome with apparel, baſony 
and ewer, and other appurtenances. 


Painted by Mr. Suirxs, 


Sy. For God's ſake, a pot of ſmall ale. 

1 Serv. Will't t pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup of ſack ? 

2 Serv. Will't pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe con- 

ſerves ? 
Serv. W hat raiment will your honour wear to day ? 

Sly, I am Chriſtophero Sly; call not me—honour, nor 
lordſhip : I ne'er drank ſack in my life; and if you give 
me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: Ne'er aſk me 
what raiment I'll wear; for I have no more doublets than 
backs, no more ſtockings than legs, nor no more ſhoes 
than feet; nay, ſometimes, more feet than ſhoes, or ſuch 
ſhoes as my toes look through the overleather. 

Lord. Heaven ceaſe this idle humour in your honour ! 
O, that a mighty man, of ſuch deſcent, 

Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a ſpirit ! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not I Chriſ- 
3 Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-heath ; by birth a 
pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranſmutation 2 
bear-herd, and now by preſent profeſſion a tinker ? Aſk 
Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if ſhe know 
me not: if the ſay I am not fourteen pence on the ſcore 
for ſheer ale, ſcore me up for the lying'ſt knave in Chriſ- 
tendom. What, I am not beſtraught : Here's 

I Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady mane. 

2 very, 
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2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 
Lerd. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun your 
houſe, | 

As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. 

O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ; 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 

And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly dreams : 

Look, how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 

Each in his office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have muſick ? hark! Apollo plays, [Muſict. 

And twenty caged nightingales do ſing: 

Or wilt thou fleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 

Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 

On purpoſe trim'd up for Semiramis. 

Say, thou wilt walk; we will beſtrew the ground: 

Or wilt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 

Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 

Doft thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks, will ſoar 

Above the morning lark: Or wilt thou hunt? 

Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 

And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

I Serv. 2 wilt courſe; thy greyhounds are as 

; ſwift 
As breathed ſtags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Serv, Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee 

ſtraight 
Adonis, painted by a running brook; 
And Cytherea all in ſedges hid; 
W hich ſeem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with wind. 

Lord. We'll ſhew thee Io, as ſhe was a maid; 

And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood; 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds : 
And at that ſight ſhall ſad Ap:llo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn, 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. 

1 Serv. And, till the tears, that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 
Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt, creature in the world ; 
And yet ſhe is in ſerior to none. 


Sly. 
I 
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Sly. Am Ia lord? and have I ſuch a lady ? 
Or do 1 dream? or have I dream'd till naw ? 
Ido not ſleep : I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak; 
eg ſweet ſavours, and I feel ſoft things: — 
pon my life, I am a lord, indeed; 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly.— 
Well, bring our lady hither to our ſight; 
And once again, a pot o' the ſmalleſt ale. 
2 Serv, Will't pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh your 
hands: 
O, how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd ! 
O, that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream; 
Or, when you wak'd, ſo wak'd as if you flept. 
Sly, Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap, 
Put did I never ſpeak of all that time ? 
1 Serv. O, yes, my lord: but very idle words : — 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ve were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hotteſ: of the houſe ; 
And ſay, you would prefent her at the leet, 
Becauſe ſhe brought ſtone jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts : 
Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe. | 
3 Serv. Why, fir, you know no houſe, nor no ſuch 
maid z 
Nor no ſuch men, as you have reckon'd up,— 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter I wif, and Henry Pimpernell; 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends! 
All. Amen. 
Sly. J thank thee; thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Enter the Page, as a lady, with attendants. 
Lady. How fares my noble lord? 
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife? 
Lady. Here, noble lord; What is thy will with her? 
Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me—huſband ? 
My men ſhould call me—lord, I am your good-man. 
Lady. My huſband and my lord, my lord and huſband; 
I am your wife in all obedience. | 
Sly. I know it well: What muſt I call her? 
Lord. Madam, 
eS Sy 
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2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun your 
houſe, 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. 
O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth; 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly dreams: 
Look, how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. 
Wilt thou have muſick ? hark] Apollo plays, [Muſict. 
And twenty caged nightingales do fing : 
Or wilt thou fleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 
On purpoſe trim'd up for Semiramis. 
Say, thou wilt walk; we will beſtrew the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 
Doft thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks, will ſoar 
Above the morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds fhall make the welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
1 Serv, * wilt courſe; thy greyhounds are as 
f wift 
As breathed ſtags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 
2 Serv. Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee 
ſtraight 
Adonis, painted by a running brook; 
And Cytherea all in ſedges hid; 
Which ſeem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with wind. 
Lord. We'll ſhew thee Io, as ſhe was a maid; 
And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 
As lively painted as the deed was done. | 
3 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood; 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds : 
And at that ſight ſhall ſad Ap:llo weep, 
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 
Lord, Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. | 
1 Serv. And, till the tears, that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 
Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt, creature in the world ; 
And yet ſhe is in ſerior to none. 


I 


Sly. 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 1120 
Sly. Am I a lord? and have 1 ſuch a lady ? 
Or do I dream? or have I dream'd till naw ? 
Ido not ſleep : I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak; 
Tang ſweet ſavours, and I feel ſoft things ;— 
pon my life, I am a lord, indeed; 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly.— 
Well, bring our lady hither to our ſight ; 
And once again, a pot o' the ſmalleſt ale. 
2 Serv, Will't pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh your 
hands ? 
O, how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd ! 
O, that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been ina dream; 
Or, when you wak'd, ſo wak'd as if you ſlept. 
S). Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap, 
Put did I never ſpeak of all that time ? 
1 Serv, O, yes, my lord: but very idle words : — 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ve were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hoſteſ of the houſe ; 
And ſay, you would prefent her at the leet, 
Becauſe ſhe brought ſtone jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts : 
Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe. | 
3 Serv. Why, fir, you know no houſe, nor no ſuch 
maid ; 
Nor no ſuch men, as you have reckon'd up,— 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell ; 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends! 
All. Amen. 
Sh. J thank thee ; thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Enter the Page, as a lady, with attendants, 
Lady. How fares my noble lord ? | 
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for bels is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife? 
Lady. Here, noble lord; What is thy will with her? 
Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me—huſband ? 
My men ſhould call me—lord, I am your good- man. 
Lady. My huſband and my lord, my lord and huſband ; 
I am your wife in all obedience. 
Sly. I know it well: What muſt I call her? 
Lord. Madam, 
7 8 Sy 
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Sly. Alce madam, or Joan madam? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe; ſo lords call ladies. 
$!;. Madam wife, they ſay, that I have dream'd, and 
ſlept 
Above free Ride years and more. 
Lady. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me; 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 
Sh. Tis much; Servants, leave me and her alone. 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed. 
Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me intreat of you, 
To pardon me yet for a night or two; 
Or, if not ſo, until the ſun be ſet: 
For your phylicians have expreſsly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That 1 ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: 
I hope, this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 
Sly. I may hardly tarry ſo long. But 1 would be loth to 
fall into my dreams again; I will therefore tarry, in _ 
deſpight of the fleſh and the blood. 


No. LXII. 


WINTER TALE. 
ACT v. SCENE Ill. 
Paulina's Houſe. 


Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords, and Attendants, 


Painted by Mr. W. HamiLiToN. 


”—_— 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That J have had of thee ! 


Paul. What, ſovereign fir, 
I did not well, I meant well : All my ſervices, 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchſaf d, 
With your crown'd brother, and theſe your aan N 
| elrs 
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Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houſe to viſit ; 
It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwer, 
Leo. O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble: But we came 
To ſee the atue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much content 
In many ſingularities; but we ſaw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 
The ſtatue of her mother. 
Paul. As ſhe liv'd peerleſs, 
So her dead likeneſs, I do well believe, 
Excels whatever yet you look'd upon, 
Or hand of man hath done; therefore | keep it 
Lonely, apart: But here it is: prepare | 
To ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still fleep mock'd death: behold ; and ſay, 'tis well. 
( Paulina undraws a curtain, and diſcovers a ſtatue. 
] like your filence, it the more ſhews off 
Your wonder: But yet ſpeak —firſt, you, my liege, 
Comes it not ſomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural poſture |— 

Chide me, dear ſtone ; that I may ſay, indeed, 
Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding ; for ſhe was as tender, 

As infancy, and grace.—But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled ; nothing 
So aged, as this ſeems. 

Pol. O, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence ; 
Which lets go by ſome ſixteen years, and makes her 
As the liv'd now, 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my foul. O, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with ſuch life of majeſty, (warm lite, 
As now it coldly ſtands) when firſt I woo'd her! 
I am aſham'd : Does not the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being more ſtone than it ?—O, royal piece, 
There's magick in thy majeſty ; which has 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the ſpirits, 
Standing like ſtone with thee |! 

Per. And give me leave ; 
And de not ſay, *tis ſuperſtition, that 
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I kneel, and then implore her bleſſing.— Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when J but began, 
Give me that hand of yours, to kiſs. 
Paul. O, patience 
The ſtatue is but newly fix'd, the colour's 
Not dry. x 

Cam. My lord, your ſorrow was too ſore laid on; 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many ſummers, dry: ſcarce any joy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no ſorrow, 
But kill'd itſelf much ſooner, 

Pol. Dear my brother, 
Let him, that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 
Will piece up in himſelf, 

Paul. Indeed, my lord, 
If I had thought, the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ſtone is mine) 
I'd not have ſhew'd it. 

Leo. Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't ; leſt your fancy 
May think anon, it moves, 

Les Let be, let be. 
Would ! were dead, but that, methinks, already 
What was he, that did make it? — See, my. lord, 
Wauld you not deem, it breath'd ? and that thoſe veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 

Pol. Maſterly done: 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lip. 

Leo The fixure of her eye has motion in't, 
As we are mock'd with art. 

Paul. I draw the curtain; 
My lerd's almoſt fo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon, it lives. 

Leo. O ſect Paulina, 
Make me to think io twenty years together; 
No ſattled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſs. Let't alone. 
Paul. 1 am ſorry, fir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you : but 
I could afflict you further, 

Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort.—Still, methinks, 
There is an air comes from her; Mhat fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, 
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For I wil! kiſs her. 
Paul. Good my lord, forbear : 
The ruddine/s upon her lip is wet ; 
You'll mar it, if you kiſs it; ain your own 
With cily painting : Shall I draw the curtain? 
Leo. No, not theſe twenty years. 
Per. So long could I 
Stand by, a looker-on. 
Paul. Either forbear, 
Quit preſently the chapel; or reſolve you 
For more amazement : If you can behold it, 
I'll make the ſtatue move indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the hand : but then you'll think, 
(Which I proteſt againit) I am aſliſted 
By wicked powers. 
Leo. What you can make her do, 
Jam content to look on: what to ſpeak, 
I am content to hear; for *tis as eaſy 
To make her ſpeak, as move. 
Paul. It is requir'd, 
You do awake your faith: Then, all ſtand till ; 
Or thoſe, that think it is unlawful buſineſs 
Jam about, let them depart. 
Leo. Proceed; 
No foot ſhall itir. 

Paul. Muſick ; awake her: ſtrike, [ Muſick, 
*T'is time; d-ſcend; be ſtone no more: approach; 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come; 
FI fill your grave up: ſtir: nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your numbneſs, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. —Y ou perceive, ſhe ſtirs: 


[ Hermione comes drwn from the pide/lal, 
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No. LXIII. 
T HIN DU PART OF 


K1NQG HEMT VL 


ATT l. SeENE Hl. 


A Field of batile, Betevixt Sandal Caſtle and Wakefield. 
Rutland and his Tutor, Clifford and Soldiers. 


Painted by Mr. NogrHCOTE, R. A. 


Rut. Ah, whither ſhall I fly, to *ſcape their hands! 
Ah, tutor! look, where bloody Clifford comes! 

Ciif. Chaplain, away ! thy prieſthood ſaves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accurſed duke, — 
W hoſe father flew my father, —he ſhall die. 

Tutor. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Clif. Soldiers, away, and drag him hence perforce. 


Tutor. Ab, Clifford ! murder not this innocent child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and man. 


Exit, dragg'd off, 
Clif. How now ! is he dead already? Or, is it fear, 
That makes him cloſe his eyes? — Til open them. 


Rut. So looks the pent- up lion o'er the wretch 

T hat trembles under his devouring paws : 

And ſo he walks, inſulting o'er his prey ; 

And ſo he comes, to rend his limbs aſunder.— 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy ſword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threat'ning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak before J die; 
I am too mean a ſubject for thy wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou ſpeak'ſt, poor boy; my father's blood 
Hath ſtopp'd the paſſage where thy words ſhould enter. 
Rut. Then let my father's blood open it again; 

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and thing, 
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Were not revenge ſufficient for me: 

No, if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves, 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart, 
The fight of any of the houſe of York 

Is as a fury to torment my ſoul ; 

And *till I root out their accurſed line, 

And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 


Therefore [ Lifting his hand, 


Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death :— 
To thee I pray; Sweet Clifford, pity me! 

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords, 
Rut. I never did thee harm; Why wilt thou ſlay me? 
Clif. Thy father hath, 

Rut. But *twas ere I was born. 

Thou haſt one ſon, for his ſake pity me; 

Leſt, in revenge thereof, —fith God is juſt, — 

He be as miſerably ſlain as I. 

Ah, let me live in priſon all my days ; 

And when I give occaſion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Clif. No caule ? 

Thy father flew my father; therefore, die. 


[Clifford ſlabs him. 
Rut. Dit faciant, laudis ſumma fit iſſa tuæ ! [Dies. 
Clif. Plantagenet ! T eome, Plantagenet ! 
And this thy ſon's blood, cleaving to my blade, 


Shall ruſt upon my weapon, *till thy blood, 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both, [Zx:., 
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No. LXIV. 
THIRD PAK OF 


% HENKAY- VE 


-A©T- TV;.. SCENE . 


A Park, near Middlebam Caſtle in Yorkſhire. 


Claſter, Haſtings, Sir William Stanley, King Eaw. 
and Huntſman, 


Painted by Mr. MILLER. 


A 


Glo. Now, my lord Haſtings, and fir William Stanley, 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeſt thicket of the park. 
Thus ſtands the caſe: You know, our king, my brother, 
Is priſoner to the biſhop here, at whoſe hands 
He hath good ufage and great liberty ; 
And often, but attended with weak guard, 
Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf. 
I have advertis'd him by ſecret means, 
That if, about this hour, he make this way, 
Under the colour of his uſual game, 
He ſhall here find his friends, with horſe and men, 
To ſet him free from his captivity. 


Enter king Edward, and a Huntſman. 


Hunt. T7 his way, ny lord; for this way lies the game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man ; ſee, where the huntſmen 


and. | 

Now, brother of Gloſter, lord Haſtings, and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the biſhop's deer? 

Glo. Brother, the time and caſe requireth haſte 
Your horſe ſtands ready at the park- corner. 

X. Edw. But whither ſhall we then? 

Haſt. T9 Lynn, my lord; and ſhip from thence to Flan- 

ers. 
Glo, Well gueſs'd, believe me; fer that was my meaning. 
K. Edi. Stanley, Iwill requite thy forwardneſs. 


Glo. But wherefore ſtay we ? *tis no time to talk. 
| X. Edi. 


Cos 
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X. Edi. 1 what ſay'ſt thou? wilt thou go 
Hunt. Better do ſo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo, Come then, away ; let's have no more ado, 
K. Edw. Biſhop, farewel:; ſhield thee from Warwick's 
frown ; 
And pray that I may repoſſeſs the crown, [Exeunt, 


CORIOLAN us. 
ACT V. SCENE II. 


Coriolanus, Auſidius, Virgilia, Volumnia, Young 
Marcius, Valeria, and Attendants, 


Painted by Gavin HamtLToN, Eſq. 


— 


Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd aſk, remember this before; 
The things, I have forſworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanics :—Tell me not 
Wherein I ſeem unnatural : Defire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reaſons. 
Vel. O, no more, no more! 
You have ſaid, you will not grant us any thing; 
For we have nothing elſe to aſk, but that 
Which you deny already: Yet we will aſk; 
That, if you fail in our requeſt, the blame 
May hang upon your hardneſs: therefare hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volces, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private, —Y our requeſt? 
Vel. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our raimęnt 
And ſtate of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led ſince thy exile. Think with thyſelf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 


Are we come hither ; ſince that thy fight, which ſhould 
x * D Make 
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Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts, 
Conftrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and ſorrow 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to ſee 

The ſon, the huſband, and the father, tearing 

His country's bowels out. And to poor we, 

Thine enmity's moſt capital: thou barr'ſt us 

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 

That all but we enjoy: For how can we, 

Alas! how can we for our country pray, 

W hereto we are bound; together with thy victory, 
Whereto we are bound? Alack | or we muſt loſe 

The country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 
Our comfort in the country. We muſt find 

An evident calamity, though we had 

Our with, which {de ſhould win: for either thou 
Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 

With manacles thorough our ſtreets; or elſe 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 

And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 


Thy wife and children's blood. For myſelf, ſon, 


I purpoſe not to wait on fortune, till 
Theſe wars determine: if I cannot perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſcek the end of one, thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to aſſault thy country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 
Virg. Ay, and mine, | 
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time, 
Boy. He ſhall not tread on me; 
FR run away 'til! I am bigger, but then I'll fight. 
Cr. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's face to ſee. | 
I have ſat too long. | 7 1/ango 
Val. Nay, go not from us thus, 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to deſtroy 
The Volces whom you ſerve, you might condemn us, 
As poiſonous of your honour : No: our ſuit | 


Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volces 
May fay, This mercy we have ſhew'd; the Romans, 
This we receiv'd; ” and each in either fide 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, “ Be bleſt 
“ For making up this peace!“ Thou know'lt, great on. 


a F ti... . a. di ww 


SHAKSPEARE GALLERY. *129 


The end of war's uncertain z but this certain, 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

W hich thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch a name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with curſes; 

W hoſe chronicle thus writ, —* The man was noble, 
« But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out; 

& Deitroy'd his country, and his name remains 

« To the enſuing age, abhor'd.” Speak to me, ſon: 
Thou haſt affected the hne ſtrains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'the air, 

And yet to charge thy ſulphur with a bolt | 
That ſhould but rive an oak. Why doſt not ſpeak ? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man 

Still to remember wrongs ?—Daughter, ſpeak you: 
He cares not fer your weeping.— Speak thou, boy; 
Perhaps, thy childiſhneſs will move him more 

Than can our reaſons, —T here is no man in the world 
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i' the ſtocks, Thou haſt never in thy life 
Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſy ; 

When ſhe, (poor hen !) fond of no ſecond breod, 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and ſafely home, 


Loaden with honour. Say, my reque/?'s unjuſt, 
And ſpurn me back: But, if it be not ſo, 

Thou art not honeſt ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou reftrain'ſt from me the duty, which 

To a mother part belongs. — He turns away : 
Down, ladies; let us ſhame him with our knees. 
To his ſurname Coriolanus *longs mare pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down: An end; 

This is the laſt :—So we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neigbbaurs.— Vay, behold us: 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowſhip, 
Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength 

Than thou haſt to deny't.—Come, let us go : 


This fellow had a Volce unto his mother; 
His wife is in Corioli, and his child 
Like him by chance :—Yet give us our diſpatch: 
I am huſh'd until our city be afire, 
And then I'll ſpeak a little. 
Cor. Mother, mother 


Holding her by the bands, ſilent. 
01-2 What 
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What have you done? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at, O my mother, mother! O! 
You have won a happy victory to Rome: 
But, for your ſon, — believe it, O, believe it, 
Moſt dangerouſly you have with him prevail'd, 

If not * to him. But, let it come: 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I'll frame convenient peace, Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ſtead, ſay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs? ot granted leſs, Aufidius ? 
Auf. I was mov'd withal, 


THE INFANT SHAKSPEARE, 


ATTENDED BY 


NATURE and TRE PASSIONS, 
Painted by Mr. Romney. 


NATURE is repreſented with her Face unveiled to her 
favourite Child, who is placed between Joy and SoxRoW.— 
On the Right-Hand of NaTuRE are Love, HATRED, and 
JzALoysY ; on her Left-Hand AnGeR, Envy, and FEAR, 
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B ASS O- RE LIE VOS, 


By the Honourable Mrs. DAM ER. 


No. I. 


CORIOLANUS S. 
&0T-1C SCHRNE-L 


Menenius, Sicinius, Volumnia, Virgilia, &c. 


— 


Enter Coriolanus in Triumph. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
Cer. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 


Pray now, no more, 


Look, fir, your mother. 


va = I d all the god 
ou have, - I know ition'd a 8 
For my proſperity. Shi [ Kineels, 


Val. Nay, m ſoldier, up 
My ande Klar ib, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam d, 
What is it? Coriolanus, muſt I call thee? 
But O, thy wife 

Cor. My gracious filence, hail! 
Would ft thou have laugh'd, bad I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'/t to ſee me triumph? Ah, my dear, 
-Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons. 


No. 
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No. H. CORkI1IOLANUS 
ATT N. ENE:Y; 


Aufidius, Coriolanus. 


Auf. Whence comeſt thou ? what wouldeſt thou ? Thy 


name ? 


Why ſpeak'ſt not? Speak, man: What's thy name? 
Cor. If, Tullus, 


Not yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing me, doſt not 


Think me for the man I am, neceſſity 


Commands me name myſelf. 
Auf. What is thy name ? 


Cor. A name unmuſical to the Valſces ears, 
And barſh in ſound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's. thy name? 85 
Thou haſt a grim appearance, and thy face | 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble veſſel: What's thy name? 


— a 2d 


— 


1 


No. III. ANTHONY any CLEOPATRA. 


. 
Death of Cleopatra. 


w- —— — 


Char. O eaſtern ſtar! 


Cleo. Peace, peace | 
Doſt thou not ſee my baby at my breaſt, 
That ſucks the nurſe aſleep ? 

Char. O, break! O, break 

Cleo. As ſweet as balm, as ſoft as air, as gentle. 
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too: 


Applying another aſp to h ; 
What ſhould I ſtay COS Peg Dies, 


2 | The 


_ 
— 5 


The following MiscELLANEous Pictures are pla- 
ced in the middle Compartment of the Gallery. 


— — 


A. Apollo, waſhing his Hair at the Caſtalian Fountain. * 
Painted by Gavin HAMILTON Eſq. 


Qui rore puro Caſtaliæ lavit 


Crines ſolutos Hor. Lib. III Od. 4. 


B. The ceremony of ſwearing in the Lord Mayor of Lon- 
don (Alderman Newnham) upon the Huſtings in 
Guildhall ; performed annually on the Sth of 

Nov. This picture contains the Portraits of the Lord 
Mayor, Court of Aldermen, the late Recorder, a 
number of the Common Council, the principal 
Officers of the City, and ſeveral Ladies and Gentle- 


men ſpectators. N. B. near 140 portraits.— 
Painted by Mr. WILLIAM MILLER. 


C. The Lord Mayor, and Court of Aldermen attended by 
the Livery of the different Companies in their State 
Barges, proceeding to Weſtminſter-Hall, to be 
ſworn in before the Barons of the Exchequer, — 
Painted by Mr. PAToN. 


D. Sir William Walworth, Mayor of London, killing 
Wat Tyler in Smithfield, for which action he re- 
ceived from Richard the Second the addition of 
Lerd Mayor—Painted by Mr. NORTRHCOTRE. 


E. The Murder of James the Firſt, King of Scotland, by 
Graham, &c.—Painted by Mr. OprE. 


F. The Flight of Mary Queen of Scots, from Loch Le- 
ven Caſtle, by the aſſiſtance of young Douglas,— 
Painted by Mr. GrRAHaAm, 


SG. The Three Holy Children.— Painted by Mr. PRTERS. 


H. Elijah raiſing the Dead Child. ——Painted by Mr, 
NoRTHCOTE. 


I. The Sleeping Nymph. Painted by Mr. Oprs. , 


K. Tme 
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K. Tom Jones diſcovering the Philoſopher Square in 
Molly Seagrim's Garret. 


L. The Interview of Tom Jones and Sophia, after the 


reconciliation, —Both painted by Mr. Downman. 


M. Portrait of G. A. Elliott, Lord Heathfield, Painted 
by Sir JoSHUA REYNOLDS. 


N. Defence of Gibraltar, &c. againſt Spain and F _ 


on the 13th of September, 1782. 


O. Ditto on the night between the 13th and 14th of 
September, 1782. 


P. Ditto on the Morning of the 14th of September, 1782. 


Q. The Relief of Gibraltar on the 11th of October, 1782. 
The above four Pictures are painted by Mr. PA rox. 


R Tyger; painted by Mr. Nox rRcorzE. 


S. Sigiſmunda; by the late Mr. HocarTH. 


N. B. Moſt of theſe Pictures haye been OI or 
are now Engraving, 
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DRAWINGS 


* 


4 


D A 1 


AFTER 


THE MOST CAPITAL PICTURES, 
FORMERLY 


In the PossEsS1o0N of the EARL of ORFORD; 
At HOUGHTON in NORFOLK, 


LATELY PURCHASED BY 


The EMPRESS of RUSSIA; 
. IN 


The Room oppoſite the Gallery. 


N. B. All theſe Drawings were made by Meſſrs. Jos grun and 
GEORGE FaRINGTON, and JosIlan BoyYDELL., 


— 


On the Left Hand of the Chimney. 


1 Portrait of the Empreſs of Ruſſia. 
Cipriani 2 Minerva preſenting the Nine Muſes to 
Apollo. Vignette to Vol. I. of the Eu- 
gravings of theſe Drawings. Burney, 4. 
Ditto 3 Hercules preſented in Heaven to Jupiter 
and Juno, by Minerva and Mercure 

Vignette to Vol. II. Burney, d. 


Guido 4 The Doctors of the Church. 

Burgognone 5 Banditti. 

Ditto 6 Mendicants. 

F. Hals. 7 Virgin and Child. | 

S. Roſa 8 Virgin, Joſeph, Infant Jeſus, and St. Joha. 

Rubens 9 A Fryar's Head. 

Velaſco 10 Pope Innocent the Xth. 

Morillio 11 The Shepherds' Offering. | 

Van Dyke I2 " . with a Dance of Angels. 
„Z. 4. 


S. Roſa 


— — — — - 
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S Roſa 
Van Dyke 
Roſalba 
A. Veroneſe 
Roſalba 
Willibert 
C. Maratti 
Teniers 
Rubens 

C. Maratti 
Morillio 


Roſalba 
C. Dolci 


8. Roſa 


Claude 
Oſtade. 
Old Wick 
Teniers 

N. Beretoni 
Andrea Sacchi 
Van Dyke 
Teniers 
Swaneveit 
Le Brun 
Jervaiſe 
Ditto 
Rubens 

C. Maratti 


Romanelli 


L. Giordano 
Sir P. Lely 
Wootton 
Vanloo 


Le Sueur 
Sir P, Lely 


13 The Prodigal Son. 

14 Helena Forman, Rubens's 2d Wife. 

15 Apollo. 

16 Virgin and Child. 

17 Apollo. Companion to No, 15. 

18 Holy Family, 

19 St. John. 

20 Ihe Gameſters 

21 A Moon-light. | 

22 The Judgment of Paris. J. B. 4. 

23 Ihe Aſſumption of the Virgin, Compa- 
nion to No. 11. 

24 Diana. Companion to No. 15, 

25 St John. 

26 Boy with a Flute. Companion to the 

above. 

27 Banditti. 

28 Two Saints. Companion to No. 19. 


Over the Chimney. 


29 A Sea Port. 

30 Boors drinking. 

31 Greyhound's Head, 

32 Dutch Cottage. 

33 A Holy Family. 

34 Venus and Cupids. 

35 Horſe's Head. Companion td No. 31. 

36 Boors at Cards. Companion to No. 30. 

37 Shepherds Dancing. 

38 Dedalus and Icarus. 

39 Dog and dead Game. 

40 Companion to the above, 

41 Hunting the Wild Boar, 

42 Venus and Cupid. 

43 Hercules and Dejanira. Companion to the 
above. 

44 The Cyclops. 

45 Miſs Jenny Dering J. B. 4. 

46 Hunting Piece, 

47 Whole Length. Portrait of Sir Robert 


Walpole, when Chancellor of the Ex- 


chequer, who made this collection of 
pictures, 

48 St. Stephen ſtoned. | 

49 Marchioneſs of Wharton, Companion to 
No. 45. J. B. 4. 


Side 


„ 


L. da Vinci 
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Side oppoſite the Windows. 


50 Joconda, Miſtreſs to Francis I. 


Elizabetta Sirani 51 Cupid burning Armour, 


N. Pouſlin 
Morillio 
G. Pouſſin 
L. Giordano 
Guido 

I. Giordano 


G. Pouſſin 
Morillio 


N. Pouſſin 


Dobſon 
Rubens 
Rembrandt 
F. Boll 
Baroccio 
Wootton 
Paul Brill 
Snyders 


Ditto 
Paul Brill 


Domenichino 


Ant. More 
Rubens 

Van Dyke 
C. Maratti 


52 Moſes ſtriking the Rock. J. B. 4. 
53 Crucifixion. 
54 The Sportſmen. 
5 Young Bacchus aſleep. 
56 The Shepherds' Offering, J. B. 4. 
57 . of Paris. Companion 


o. 55. 
58 The Filkermen Companion to No. 84. 
59 20 Flight into Egypt. Companion 
o. 53. 
60 The Continence of Scipio. Companiont 
No. 52, J. B. 4. 
61 Dobſon's Father. 
62 Rubens's Wife. 
63 Rembrandt's Wife. 
64 A ady at Study. 
65 Virgin and Child. 
66 Dogs and Magpye. 
67 Europa. 
68 A Game-market. Companion to No.63 
99 and 101. J. B. 4. 
A Green- market. | 
70 Africa, Companion to No, 67, 
71 Virgin and Infant Jeſus, 
72 Sir Thomas Greſham, 
73 A Lady 
74 Archbiſhop Laud. 
75 Holy Family. 


M. A. Caravagio 76 A Fruit piece. 


Van Dyke 
Ditto 
C. Cignani 


Jordans 


Paris Bourdon 


Van Dyke 
Ditto | 


77 The Earl of Danby. J. B. 4. 
78 Lord Chief Baron Wandesford, 
79 Nymph and Shepherd, 

80 Rubens's Family. 

81 An emblematical Subject. 

82 Sir Thomas Chaloner. | 
83 Sir Thomas Wharton. J. B. 4. 


M. A. Caravagio 84 A Fruit piece. Companion to No. 76. 


C. Maratti 
Wootton 
Rembrandt 
Guido 

S, Roſa 
Procaccini 


85 A Holy Family. 

86 Large and ſmall Hounds, 
87 Abraham's Offering. 

88 Simeon and Infant Jeſus, 
89 Democritus and Protagoras, 


ge Marriage of St. Catharine. J. B. 4. 
3 . Side 
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Side of the Room, oppoſite the Chimney. 


G. Pouſſin 
Roſa di Tivoli 
Caſtiglione 

A. Caracci 
Caſtiglione 
Roſa di Tivoli 
G. Pouſſin. 
Ponſony 
Snyders 


Rubens 
Snyders 


Miel 

M. Angelo 
Teniers 
Mario di Fiori 
Martin de Vos 
Le Sueur 
Beretoni 

S. Bourdon 
Viviano 

C. Maratti 

C. Maratti 
Holbein 

Van Dyke 
Cortona 

Van Dyke 


Kneller 

Old Greffier 
Velaſco 
Vanderwerf 
Van Dyke 
F. Lauri 

C. Cignani 
P. da Cortona 
Van Dyke 
Kneller 
Titian 
Wootton 
Ditto 

Ditto 

Van Huy ſum 
Ditto 


Rubens 


91 A Landſcape. 
92 A Cotte. e 
93 Finding of Cyrus, 
94 Venus aſleep. 

95 Orpheus. 


96 A Cattle- Piece. Companion to No. 92. 
97 A Landſcape. Companion to No. 91. 
98 A Holy Family. 
99 A Fruit-Market. Companion to No, 68, 
69, and 101. 
100 MaryMagdalen waſhing our Saviour's Feet, 
101 A Fiſh-Market. Companion to No. 99. 
68, and 69. 
102 An Italian Fair. 
1-3 The Eagle and Ganymede. 
104 Teniers's Kitchen. 
105 A Concert of Birds. 
106 The Larder. 
107 The finding of Moſes. . 
108 The Aſſumption of the Virgin. 
109 Rachel hiding Laban's Images. R. E. 4, 
110 Ruins. 
111 Holy Family, Companion to No. 
112 Pope Clement the IXth. J. B. 4. 
113 Eraſmus. 
114 Lady Philadelphia Wharton, 
115 Abraham preſenting Hagar to Sarah. 
186 2 daughter of Lord Wenman, 
„„ 


117 Portrait of Mr. Locke. 

118 Landſcape. 

119 Ihe Death of Joſeph, J. B. 4. 

120 Bath ſheba preſenting Abiſhag to David, 
121 Portrait of Charles the Firſt, J. B. 4. 
122 Qur Saviour in the Garden. 

123 Shepherds“ Offering. 

124 ur Saviour in the Garden. 

125 Portait of Inigo Jones. 

126 Joſeph . arreras, a Spaniſh Poet, 

127 'litian's Son and Nurſe, 
128 Landſcape. 

129 Vandſcape. 

130 Landſcape. 

131 A Fruit piece. 

132 -\ Flower Piece. 

133 Bacchagalians. 


J. B. 4. 


F. Hal; 
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F. Hals 134 Francis Hals. 
S. Roſa 135 Captain of Banditti, 
L. da Caracci 336 Entombing our Saviour. 


On the Right Hand of the Chimney. 


1 FAM IL PogTRAITS. 


137 Sir Edward Walpole, Grand Father to Sit 
Robert. 
138 Sir Robert Walpole, when Secretary of i 
War to Queen Anne. 
139 Horace Walpole, Brother to Sir Robert 
Walpole. | 
140 Galfridus Walpole, younger Brother to 
Sir Robert. | 
141 Charles, Lord Viſcount Townſhend, Se- 
cretary of State to George the Firſt and 
Second. 
142 Horatio, Lord Townſhend, Father to 
| Charles, Lord Viſcount 'Townſhend. 
Richardſon 143 Sir Charles Turner, one of the Lords of 
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| 
the Treaſury. | 
144 Robert Walpole, Son to Edward Walpole, | 
and Father to Sir Robert. | 
Jervaiſe 145 Catherine, Lady Walpole, firſt Wife to x 
Sir Robert. 
Dahl 146 Catherine Shorter, firſt Wife to Sir Robert. F 
Vanloo 147 Maria Skerret, ſecond Wife to Sir 
( Robert. | 
148 Dorothy, Lady Townſhend, ſecond wife *' bi # 
to Lord Viſcount Townihend, Secretary 
to George I. I 
149 Anne Walpole, Aunt to Sir Robert. | 


150 Dorothy Walpole, ditto. | 
151 Lady Walpole, ditto, | 1 


R oſalba 152 Elizabeth Walpole. 
Ellis 153 Mr. — ardener to Sir Robert Wal- 
PO S. 


In the Paſſage. I 


PicTuRits and DRAWINGS, N 


— - 
at eat ow „ 4. AQ. 4 7. _ — 


Claude 1 A View of Tivoli. In his Majeſty's col- | 
lection. G. R. 4. 1 
Weſt 2 Leonidas. In the collection of 9. Smith; 
Eſq. Clapham. J. B. d. 
Elſneimer 3 The Angel, Tobit, and the Fiſh. In the 
collection of Earl Groſvenor. G. R. 4. 
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Cipriani 
Loutherbourg 
Paſquilini 


Ditto 
Borckhardt 
Rubens 


Ditto 


Ditto 
Titian. 
Weſt 


Angelica 
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89 Eighty Six original Drawings and Sketches 
of various ſubjects. 
go and i Two Sketches 


92 A Girls School. In the co llection of the 


Duke of Norfolk. J. B. d. 
3 A Boys School, ditto. 


9 
94 Maternal Affection. 


95 A Portrait of Rubens. In the collection of 
the Duke of Norfolk. J. B. 4. 

96 Ditto of Rubens's Wife, ditto. 

7 Rubens's Wife, drawn by Mrs. Boydell. 

98 Old Man's Head, by ditto. 

99, 100, 1o1, 102 Four Subjects for the Ceil- 
ing of the Royal Academy. 

103, 104, 105, 106 The four Arts, for the 
— of the Royal Academy; De- 
ſign, Invention, Compoſition, and Co- 
louring. OR 

107, 108 Two Drawings from Gems. J. B. 4. 

109 A Miniature of a Lady. 

110, 111, 112, 113, 114, 115, Six Landſ- 
capes in Water-Colours. 


Cipriani & Barret 116 A Scene in the Jempeſt. 


Ditto 


Miller 
Ditto 
Stothard 
Ditto 
Ditto 


W. Hamilton, 
Ditto 


Miller 


J. Boydell 


Guercino 


Guido 


AcTtl. Ferdinand and Miranda, 


117 A Scene, in As you Like it. 
Act IV. Orlando and Oliver. 


118 A View of Walheim, with the School- 
maſter and his Children 

119 S and Werter's Viſit to the Vicar 
of S. \ 

120 Fair Emmeline, Percy's ancient Poetry, 
page 113. 

121 Vicar of Wakefield. Young Thornhill's 
firſt Interview, Vol. 1. Chap. V. 

122 Vicar of Wakefield. Olivia's Return to 
her Father, Vol. 2. Chap. III. . 

123 Lady Godina accepting the Terms offered 
by her huſband Leofric, to free the 
Town of Coventry. 

124 Wolſey coming with a Guard to ſeize 
the Queen, (Catharine Parr) in the 
Garden with Henry VIII. 

125 Apelles painting Campaſpe in the preſence 
of Alexander. | 

126 'The Oxford Window, painted in Oil. In 


Miniature. 
127 The Holy Family. In the collection of 
the D. of Devonſhire. R. E. d. 


128 Love in Bondage. R. E. 4. 
3 Guido 
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129, 130, Two, a Storm, and Sea View. 
130 The four Seaſons in one Drawing. Be- 
nedetti, 4. 


Guido 


The Six following are in the Collection of his 


Weſt 


Ditto 
Ditto 
Ditto 
Ditto 
Dietrich 
Ditto 
Northcote 


Opie 


Ditto 


Peters 


Weſt 
Ditto 


Preter Genoeſe 


Jan. Stein 
Eckhoot 


Hogarth 
Rubens 


Angelica 


Haag 
Miller 
Vernet 
Vernet 
Pine 


Robert ſon 


MaAjESsTv. 


133 Moſes receiving the Tables on Mount 
Sinai. Painted by Liveſay. 

134 Jeremiah's Viſion, by ]. Boydell, 

135 Ifaiah, by Ditto. : 

136 St. Peter Healing the Sick. by Liveſay. 

137 The Laſt Supper. 

138 The Tribute Money. 

139 'The Woman taken in Adultery. 

140 Sir William Walworth killing Wat Tyler 
in Smithfield, Painted by Borck- 
hardt. 

141 The Murder of David Rizzio, in the 
preſence of Mary, Queen of Scots, 

B 


142 The Märder of James the firſt, King of 
Scotland. Borckhardt. 

143 The three Holy Children. Painted by 
Liveſay. 

144 The Death of General Wolfe. 

145 The Treaty of William Penn with the 
Indlans. | 

146 The Tribute Money. In the collection of 
Mr. Udney. 

147 A Dutch School. 

148 wa ſending Preſents to King Solomon, 
„B. . 

149 A Scene in the Conqueſt of Mexico — 

150 The Fig. A capital Picture of Rubens and 
his Wife; with Dead Game. J. B. 4. 

151 Induſtry, Patience, and Perſeverance, 
crowned with Honour and Riches, 

152 The Sportſmen taking refreſhment, 

153 Children playing with Dogs. 

154 Landſcape and Figures. 

155 Companion to ditto, 

156 Jaſon and Medea, 

157 View of Tivoli. 


Ditto 
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Ditto 
Mullins 
Ditto 
Hobima 
G. Smith 
Ditto 


Gainſborough 


153 Another View of ditto, 

159 A Landſcape. 

160 Companion to ditto. 

161 Hobima's Village, by Madam Preſtel. 

162 A Landſcape. 

163 A Companion to ditto. 

164, 105, 166, Three pictures of Dead Game. 

167 A capital Landſcape. 

168 View of Wrexham Church drawn 1748 by 
Aldetman Boydell. 

169. 170. 1. 2. 3. 4. Six Views in Der- 
byſhire drawn 1748 — by Ditto. 
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DRAWING S 


& p 
> | AFTER 


THE MOST CAPITAL PICTURES 
IN ENGLAND. 


Exhibited at the SHAKSPEARE GALLERY, 
in PALL-MALL, 1790, 


Joſiah Boydell, delineavit, — — — J. B. & 

George Robertſon, azlineavit, — — G. R. 4. 
Richard Earlom, delineauit, — — R. E. 4. 
Joſeph Farington, delineavit, — — J. F. 4. 


— 


f In the Great- Room adjoining to the Gallery, on the Left Side 
of the Chimney. 


Weſt, R. A, 1 LFRED, the Third King of Mercia, 
viſiting William D' Albanac, one 
of his Nobles, In the collection 
of the Duke of Rutland. J. B. 4. 


Eckhoot 2 The Triumph of Mordecai. In the col- 
lection of the Earl of Bute. J. B. 4. 

Rubens 3 Rubens's Son and Nurſe. In the collec- 
tion of the Earl of Bute, J. B. 4. 

Welt 4 Alfred the Great dividing his Loaf with 

| the Pilgrim. The original in Sta- 
tioners' Hall ” F 

Zuccarelli 5 Ifaac, meeting Rebeccah. In the collection 
of his Majeſty. G. R. 4. 

Titian 6 Venus and Satyr. In the collection of 


Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. G. R. 4. 
Zuccarelli 
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Zuccare li 


Guido 
Baroccio 


Van Dyke 
Ditto 


Baroccio 
Rubens 
Angelica 
C. Dolci 
Guido 

S. Roſa 
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7 The finding of Moſes. In the collect ion 
of his Majeſty, G. R. . | 

8 Jupiter and Europa. In the collection of 
the Empreſs of Ruſſia, R. E. 4. 

The Birth of our Saviour. In the collec. 

tion of the Empreſs of Ruſſia. J. B. 4. 

10 King Charles on Horſeback. In the col. 
TR . of the Duke of Marlborough. 

. B. 4. 8 

11 Le Duc D' Aremberg on Horſeback, In 
the collection of T. W. Coke, Eſq. 
J. B. 4. 

12 x: Salutation. In the collection of the 
Empreſs of Ruſſia, J. B. 4. 

13 Rubens's Wife. In the collection of the 
Duke of Marlborough, J. B. 2. 

14 Meditation. In the collection of Welbore 
Ellis, Eſq. J. B. &. 

15 St. Cecilia, In the collection of the Em- 
preſs of Ruſſia, J. B. 4. 

16 Painting and Nefign. In the collection of 
the Duke of Devonſhire. Edwards, 4. 

17 The finding of Moſes. In the collection 
of Welbore Ellis, Eſq. J. B. 4. 


Over the Chimney in the Great- Room. 


Angelica 


Ditto 
Ditto 
Ditto 
Morillio 


Angelica 


Ditto 


Morillia 


Cvyp 
Wright 


Claude 


Gainſborough 


18 Deſign. The original Sketch for the 
Pictures in the Ceiling at the Royal 
Academy. 

19 Invention, ditto, 

20 Compoſition, ditto, 

21 Colouring, ditto. | 

22 Boy and Birds Neſt. In the collection of 
the Duke of Norfolk. J. B. 4. 

23 Cupid's Paſtime. In the collection of 

| George Bowles, Eſq. J. B. 4. 


24 Cupid's Paſtime (ſecond) ditto. j. B. 4 


25 Boy and Dog. In the collection of the 
Duke of Norfolk. Companion to No. 
32+ J. J. 4. 

26 Morning. In the collection of the Duke 
of Rutland. G. R. a. 

27 Maria, from Sterne. In the poſſeſſion of 
Ed w. Pickering, Eſq. J. B. 4, | 

28 The Flight, an Octagon. In the collec- 
tion of the Earl of Groſvenor. G. R. d. 

89 The Shepherd's Boy. In the collection of 
the Earl of Gainſborough, J. B. 4. 


Cuyp 
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Coyp 30 The Yaung Herdſman, an octagon. In 
the collection —— Shepherd, Eſq. 

; G. R. 4. 
Wright 31 The Captive (from Sterne) In the poſ- 
; ſeſſion of Edw. Pickering, Eſq. J. B. 4. 
Pinaker 32 Evening. In the collection of the Duke 
of Rutland, Companion to No. 25. 

G. R. 4. 
Rubens 33 Rubens's three Wives. In the collection 
of the Duke of Marlborough. J. B. 4. 
Teniers 34 A Dutch Merry-making. In the collec- 


tion of Sir Thomas Dundas, Bart. a 
fetch. J. B. 4.—The finiſhed draw- 
ing is in the hands of the Engraver. 
John & Jean Both 35 Banditti taken Priſoners. In the collection 
of Sir Thomas Dundas, Bart. G. R. 4. 
8. Roſa 36 Apollo and Sibyl. In the collection of the 
2 Earl of Aſhburnham. G. R. 4. 
Rembrandt 37 The Preſentation in the Temple. Ia the 
a collection of the Prince of Orange. 
G. R. 4. 38 A View of Wanſteaa Houle, late Lord 
Tylney's, | 
Van Dyke 39 Calipſo in her retirement. In the collection 
: bot the Earl of Beſborough. J. B. 4. 
L. Giordano 40 W in the poſſeſſion of Captain Ellis, 
B. 4. 
G. R. d. 41 A View of Kenwood, the Seat of Earl 
hs ; Mansfield, 


On the Side of the Chimney. 


Angelica, 4. 42 Tragedy, 


Ditto. 4. 43 Comedy, a 
Penny 44 The Benevolent Phyſician. J. B. 4. 
Dito 45 The Rapacious Phyſician. J. B. 4. 
On the Right Hand of the Chimney. 
Claude * 45 The Thoughtful Shepherd. In the col» 
legion of Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. 
Zuccarelli 46 The Waterfall. In the collection of the 
Earl of Bute, G. R. 4. 
S. Roſa 47 Phryne tempting Xenocrates, In the col- 
lection of the Earl of Beſborough. R. E. 4. 
Hobima 48 The Rural Village. In the collection of 


Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. G. R. 4. 
＋ Claude 
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Claude 49 The Muſical Shepherdeſs. In the col- 
lection of Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. 
G. R. d. 


P. da Cortona 50 The Agreement between Jacob and Laban. 
In the collection of the Puke of Devon- 

+ ſhire. Edwards, 4. 

S. Roſa 51 A romantick Sea Port. In the collection 
of Welbore Ellis, Eſq. G. R. d. In the 
hands of the Engraver. 

Weſt 52 Chriſt aſcending into Heaven. In the col- 
lection of his Majeſty. In the Royal 

| | Chapel at Windſor. J. B. 4. 

Berghem _ 53 The Dancing Shepherds. In the collection 
of Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. G. R. d. 
Tn the hands of the Engraver. 

F. Lauri 54 Alexander viſiting the Jomb of Achilles. 

In the collection of the Duke of Devon- 
ſhire, R. E. d. 


Weſt 55 Pylades and Oreftes. E. Edwards, d. 
C. Maratti 50 Our Saviour at the Well. In the collection 
of the Empreſs of Ruſſia. J. B. 4. 
Morillio 57 The Enraptured Youth. In the collection 
| of Sir William Young. J. B. 4. 
Weit 358 Our Saviour Healing the Sick. In the Cha- 


pel at Windſor. 
59, 60, 61 b 62, 63, and 64, betwcen the Wits 


JUS 


At the end of the Room, oppeſite the Window. 


Six Views in CoaLBROOKk-DaLE. 


Robertſon 65 A View of a Coal Work, 

Ditto 66 A View of an Iron Work, for caſting and 
boring of Cannon. 

Ditto 67 A View of the Inſide of a Smelting-Houſe. 

Ditto 68 A diſtant View of the Iron Bridge, 

Ditto 69 A near View of the Iron Bridge. 

Ditto 70 Another View of the Iron Bridge. 

Cuyp 71 A View of Dort at High Water. In the 
collection of Phil. Metcalfe. Eſq. J. B. d. 

Berghem 72 A Froſt Piece. In the collection of the Earl 
of Bute. J. B. 4. 

Angelica 73 Ulyſſes diſcovering Achilles. In the collec- 


tion of George Bowles, Eſq. J. B. 4. 
8. Roſa's fon 74 Alexander and Diogenes. In the collection 
of Earl Spencer, G. R. d. 


Claude 


- 
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Claude 
S. Roſa's ſon 


Angelica 
Gainſborough 


'Taverner 


Titian 
Rubens 

C. Maratti 
Weſt 


Gaſpar Pouſlin 
Ditto 

Claude 
Domenichino 
Claude 

Ditto 

G. Pouſſin 


Swanevelt 


Ditto 


75 Jacob and Laban. In the collection of the 
Earl of Egremont, J. F. 4. 

76 Cincinnatus tilling his Ground. Companion 
to No. 74. In the ſame collection. 
G.R.d. 

77 Hector rebuking Paris. Companion to No. 

In the ſame collection. G. R. 4. 

78 Girl and Pigs. In the collection of Sir 
Joſhua Reynolds J. B. 4. 

79 Bacchus brought by Mercury to the Nymphs 
of Niſa for his Education. In the collec- 
tion of Anſon, Eſq. J. B. 4. 

80 A Venus. In the collection of Philip 
Metcalfe, Eſq. J. B. 4. 

81 Nymphs aſleep, and Satyrs. In the collection 
of his Majeſty. J. B. 4. 

82 Diana and Actæon. In the collection of 
R. Lloyd, Eſq. in Norfolk. J. B. d. 

83 Cyrus taking the King of Armenia and his 

family priſoners. In the collection of his 
Majeſty. J. B. d. 
84 Danae. In the collection of Sir William 
. Bart. Companion to No. 88. 
24 | 

85 Pyrrhus when a boy, brought to Glaucus, 
King of TIllyria, for his protection. In 
the collection of the Earl of Hardwicke. 
R. E. d. 

86 A Caſcade. In the collection of his Ma- 

*. 10Ry,. G. R. 4. 
87 Landſcape. Companion to Do. In his 
Majeſty's collection. G. R. 4. 

88 Cephalus and Procris. In the collection of 
Los Clive. J. F. 4. 

89 Lucretia. In the collection of Welbore 
Ellis, Eſq. J. B. 4. | 

go The Dancing Snepherds. In the collection 
of Welbore Ellis Agar, Eſq. G. K. 4. 

91 Conſtantine's Arch. In the ſaine collection. 

B. d. 

92 A 3 Companion to No. 86 & 87. 
In the collection of his Majeſty. G. R. 4. 

93 Venus ng Adonis from Diana and her 
Nymphs afleep. In the collection of his 
Majeſty. G. K. d. 

94 Venus brings back Adonis with Wings, and 
preſents him and Cupid to Diana for her 
Choice, who refuſes to take either of them, 
Companion to the above. In the collec- 


tion of his Majeſty, G. R. d. 
2 


Rembrandt 
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Rembrandt 95 Rennius Hanſloe and his Wife. In the col 
lection of Sir Thomas Dundas, Bart, 
J. B. 4. | 

G. Dow 96 Gerard Dow playing on the Violin, in 

colours. J. B. 4. 
Domenichino 97 Circe. J. B. 4. 
Gardener 98 Affection, in colours. J. B. 4. 


Rubens 99 Virgin and Child. In the collection of the 
Duke of Marlborough. J. B. 4. 


Side oppofite the Fire-Place. 


Berghem 100 Cattle and Landſcape. In the collection 
of the Earl of Bute. G. R. 4. 

Vernet 101 A 7 2 In the collection of Lord Clive. 

R. 4. 

Rubens 102 Faith, Hope, and Charity. In the col- 

J B. of William Smith, jun. Eſq. 
B. &. a 
Vernet 103 A * 1 In the collection of Lord Clive. 
N, d. 

Robertſon 104 A View of London, from near the 
Spaniards, Hampſtead-Heath. G. R. 4. 

Ditto 105 A View of Windſor-Caſtle. G. R. 4. 

Claude 100 St. George and the Dragon. In the col- 
lection of Samuel Smith, Jun. Eſq, 

Fel 5 G. R. da. 

Rembrandt 105 An Old Man. William Pether, 7. 

Claude 108 St. Urſula. In the collection of Mr. Des 

Y Enfans. Companion to No. 106. G. R. 4. 

Robertſon 109 A View of the Queen's Lodge, and Part 

f Windſor Caftle, from the Terrace, 

G. R. 4. : 


Gerard Honthurſt 110 The Prince of Orange, Father to Kin 
William the Third. In the collection of 
his Majeſty. J. B. 4. 


The LIE of Jos zr. 


Guereino 111 Joſeph ſold by his Brethren to the Iſh- 


maelites. In the collection of the Duke 
of Norfolk. J. B. 4. 


Ditto 112 Joſeph's Bloody Garment brought to his 
Father, by his Brethren. J. B. 4. 
Ditto 113 JN interpreting Pharoah's Dream. 
* . d. 
Ditto 114 Joys Brethren bringing him Preſents, 
| ? * . 4. : 
Ditto 115 Ns. Cup found in Benjamin's Sack 


Morlilia. 
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Morillio 116 14 1 entertaining the Three Angels. 
„ 
* * The above fix are in the collection 
of the Duke of Norfolk, 


Rubens 117 Going to Market. In the collection of 
his Majeſty. G. R. 4. 
Jan, Stein 118 Saying Grace, In the collection of the 
Duke of Rutland. ] B. 4. 


Dt The Window in New College, Oxford. 

: Painted on Glaſs by Mr. Jervaiſe, after 

| Pictures by Sir Joſhua K eynolds. | 

Sir J. Reynolds 119 The Nativity. In the collection of the 
Duke of Rutland. J. B. 4. : 


The Seven CARDINAL VIiRTVES, 


Ditto 120 Prudence, 
Ditto 121 Juſtice. 
Ditto 122 Hope. 

Ditto 123 Charity. 
Ditto 124 Faith. 

Ditto 125 Fortitude. 
Ditto 126 Temperance. 


„“ The above J. B. 4. 
127 Before Marriage. In the collection of the 
Earl of Bute. J. B. 4 
Claude 128 The Molten Calf, in the collection of 
Welbore Ellis Agar. G. R. 4. 
129 After Marriage. companion to No. 127. 


J. B. d. 

Cortona 130 The Angel appearing to Hagar, in the col- 
lection of Earl Groſvenor. J. B. 2. 

Fyt 131 Portraits of Dogs, in the collection of 
B. P. Fountain, Efq. J. F. 4. 

Snyders 132 Hunting the Wild Boar, in the collection 
of his Majeſty. J. B. 4. 

Cortona 133 Antiochus and Stratonice, in the collection 


| of Farl of Groſvenor. E. Edwa rds, d. 
Eſpagniolet 134 Iſaac bleſſing Jacob, in the collection of 
| the Earl of Cheſterfield, E. Edwards, d. 
Rubens 135 Venus and Adonis, in the collection of the 
Duke of Marlborough. J. B. 4. 
Gavin Hamilton 136 Mary, Queen of dcots reſigning her Crown, 
in the poſſeſſion of James Boſwell, Eſq, 


„B. 4. 
Procaccini 137 Th Rape of Proſerpine, in the poſſefiion 
of Caleb Whirfoord, Eſq. J. B. 4. 
Robertſon 138 A View in Jamaica, | 
Caravagio 139 Peter, James and John, in the collection of 
his Majeſty. J. B. 4. i 
3 Le Sueur 


— 


Wr. 
© 


„ awe 


. —  — — —— 
2 a __ — 


* 


142 sSHAKSPEARE GALLERY. 


Le Sueur 
A. Caracci 


Robentba 
Ditto 


Guercino 


Iſaac Oſtade 


M. A. Caravagio 


Robertſon 
Weſt 


Ditto 
Penny 


Guido 


140 Tobias's Nuptial Night, in the collection 


of the Earl of Beſborough. 


collection of Mr. Adams. 


142 A View of 


R. E. 72. 


141 Our Saviour Healing the Blind, in the 


J. B. a. 


143 A View of the Ranger's Houſe in Green- 


wich Park. 


144 The Piſciples at Emaus. In the collection 


of the Earl of Egremont. 
145 A Country Wake. In the 


Js. . 
collection of 


Paul Methuen, Eſq. Martin, 4. 
146 The Incredulity of St. Thomas. In the 
oſſeſſion of Thomas Archdale, Eſq. 


gods 
Lambeth. 


147 A View of the Archbiſhop's Palace at 


1 . 


148 Prince Octavius. In the collection of his 


Majeſty. J. B. 4. 
149 Boys at Play. J. B. . 


« 


153 Johnny Pearmain relieving the diſtreſſed 


Widow. J. B. 4. 


151 An Angel. in the collection of the Eatl oſ 


Aſnburnham. J. B. 4. 


E 


End of the Room between the Windows, 


Both 
Rembrandt 
Salviati 


Ald. Boydell 
Kettle 

Raphael 
Hayman 
Rembrandt 

Sir J. Reynolds 
Robertſon 


59 St. Philip Baptizing the Eunuch, In the 


collection of P. Methuen, Eſq.Greeſe, 4. 
60 Portait of De Wit. In the collection of the 
late H. Iſaac, Eſq. Haide, 4. 
61 Venus and Cupid. In the collection of 


Captain Gardener. . 
62 A View in the Peek. 


d. 


63 Admiral Kempenfelt. I. B. 4. 
64 Raphael's Miſtreſs. R. E. 4. 
152 The Triumph of Britannia, at Vauxhall, 


153 Portrait. W. Pether, d. 
154 Lord Camden. R. E. 4. 


155 A View of Hatfield, the ſeat of the Earl 


of Saliſbury. 


156 Peter and John at the Gate of the Tem- 
ple. In the collection of the D. of 


Sandby 

P enny 

Di tO 

J. Boydell 
Ditto 


Devonſhire. 
157 Oval Landſcape. 
158 Apparent Diſſolution. J. B. 
159 Returning Animation. J. B. 
160 Lady, Reading. 
161 Companion to ditto. 


a, 
a, 
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PoRTRAITS of PAINTERS. 


Stuart 162 Sir Joſhua Reynolds. 
Ditto 163 Benjamin Weſt, Eſq. R. A. 
Northcote 164 Mr Northcote. 
Opie 165 Mr. Opie. 
Stuart 166 Mr. Miller, 
Ditto 167 Mr. Paton. 
Ditto 168 Mr. Humphries, 
Ditto 169 Mr Joſiah Boydell. 
Hqgarth 170 Sir James Thornhill, 
Ditto 171 Mr. Hogarth, 
PorTRAITS of ENGRAVERSs 
Stuart 172 Mr. Woollett. 
Ditto 173 Mr. Hall. 
Ditto 174 Mr. Earlom. 
Ditto 175 Mr. Sharpe. 
Ditto 176 Mr. Heath. 
Ditto 177 Mr. Browne. 
Ditto 178 Mr. J. G. Facius. 
Ditto 179 Mr. S. G. Facius. 
Ditto 180 Alderman Boydell. 
Picruxks, Various Subjects. 
Hamilton 181 Spring. 
Ditto 182 Summer. 
Ditto 183 Autumn. 
Ditto 184 Winter. 
Ditto 185 Diana. 
Ditto 180 Hebe. 
Ditto 187 Armida finding Orlando aſleep. 
Ditto 188 Arretin, the Eunuch, revealing the Hiſtory 


of her birth to Clorinda. 


N. B. Almoſt the whole of theſe drawings &c. to the amount 
of near five hundred have been engraved or are now in the hands 
of the Engravers. The Houghton Collection in particular 


has been lately compleated, and forms two large Volumes in folio, 
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